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CHAPTER  I 

THE  clouds  hung  low  in  the  leaden  sky,  the  white-capped 
waves  thundered  upon  the  strip  of  shingled  beach  with  a 
dull,  monotonous  roar.  The  wild  west  wind  moaned 
ominously,  rising  at  intervals  to  a  wild,  shrieking  fury  as 
it  swept  down  the  narrow  gullies  and  crevices  between 
the  rich  red  iron-stone  rocks  and  lashed  the  waves  into  a 
boiling  turmoil,  a  hundred  years  ago,  just  in  the  same 
way,  as  it  moans  and  whistles  through  ravine  and  crevice 
on  the  wild  west  coast  to-day. 

A  gap  in  the  clouds  gave  a  hurried  glimpse  of  the 
twinkling  stars  and  a  crescent  moon,  which,  in  their  turn, 
threw  a  beam  of  light  upon  a  group  of  men,  who  were 
standing  together  on  the  strip  of  beach  at  the  foot  of  the 
tall  iron-stone  cliffs.  The  ray  of  light  also  fell  upon  an  old 
grey  stone  church  upon  the  cliff  brow,  a  nestling  village 
in  the  valley  below,  a  wooded  park  and  a  long,  low  manor 
house,  showing  ghostly  white  in  the  moonlight. 

"  So  I  have  caught  you  at  last !  .  .  .  Turned  informer, 
eh  ?  Added  that  little  bit  of  pastime  to  your  other  accom- 
plishments, have  you  ?  I,  in  the  meantime,  have  bided 
my  time,  precious  cousin  mine.  '  Everything  comes  to 
the  man  who  waits  '  is  the  old  saying.  But  I  have  improved 
the  proverb  :  '  Everything  comes  to  the  man  who  waits — 
but  the  man  who  goes  after  it  gets  it  quicker ' — that's 
my  version." 

The  roar  of  the  tempest  was  deadened  somewhat  by  the 
shelter  of  the  overhanging  rocks,  for  the  group  of  men 
stood  at  the  mouth  of  a  large  cave,  which  lay  concealed 
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from  casual  observation  behind  huge  rocks  which  lay 
thickly  scattered  upon  the  narrow  shelf  of  beach.  The 
rugged,  overhanging  cliffs  marked  a  dangerous  headland 
on  the  wild  Devon  coast.  The  moon  for  the  moment 
shone  brightly  down  through  the  scudding  clouds  and 
showed  one  of  the  men  a  prisoner.  The  man  who  was 
addressing  the  above  remarks  to  him  stood  back  well 
within  the  shadow  of  the  cave's  mouth. 

"  I  have  succeeded  in  enticing  you  to  this  spot  and  I'm 
hanged  if  you  give  me  the  slip,  cousin  John  Dane.  You 
have  a  rope,  Hake,"  he  said  calmly,  pointing  with  his 
ebony  cane  to  a  coil  of  rope  lying  at  his  accomplice's  feet. 
"  Bind  the  informer's  hands  behind  him  and  bring  him 
into  the  cave.  It's  no  use  struggling  and  making  a  damned 
row,"  he  sneered  at  the  unfortunate  man  about  to  be  led 
into  the  cave.  "  No  one  will  hear  you  with  this  cursed 
gale  blowing,  so  you  may  as  well  save  your  breath  for  the 
answers  to  the  questions  I  shall  put  to  you,  cousin  John. 
Secure  him  well,  Hake,"  he  commanded  the  rough  fisher- 
man. "  You  know  what  a  slippery  customer  my  beloved 
cousin  is.  And  get  him  into  the  cave  at  once ;  there  is 
very  little  time  to  lose." 

He  stood  watching  Hake  at  his  task.  "  I  must  have 
time  to  think  out  a  plan  to  keep  you  out  of  mischief, 
cousin  John,  whilst  the  Seamew  is  engaged  in  running  her 
last  cargo." 

He  stepped  out  on  to  the  beach  and  noted  the  waves 
breaking  upon  the  shingle  at  his  feet ;  a  volley  of  oaths 
fell  from  his  lips  as  he  turned  and  passed  swiftly  into  the 
cave,  his  face  livid  with  rage,  for  at  the  moment  there 
looked  small  hope  for  a  vessel  to  run  a  cargo  in  such  a  sea. 

In  compliance  with  Morton  Dane's  commands,  the 
burly  fisherman,  Hake,  and  his  companions  bound  the 
young  man's  arms  in  spite  of  the  latter's  struggles,  and 
with  none  too  gentle  hands  forced  him  into  the  cave.  The 
men's  heavily  shod  feet  clattered  noisily  upon  the  rocky 
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flooring  of  the  cave  and  echoed  hollowly  in  the  wide,  deep 
cavern  beyond.  The  prisoner  was  flung  roughly  to  the 
ground.  One  of  the  men  quickly  procured  a  horn  lantern 
and  lighted  it,  for  the  cave  was  pitch  dark.  The  light 
from  the  lantern  lit  up  the  rugged  interior  of  the  cave ; 
it  showed  the  low  ceiling  of  overhanging  rock,  it  also 
revealed  rows  of  wooden  kegs,  half  concealed  beneath 
piles  of  fishing-net,  a  seaman's  chest,  several  wooden 
cases  and  some  coils  of  tarred  rope.  Lobster-pots  were 
piled  in  an  untidy  heap  near  the  entrance.  The  flooring 
was  perfectly  dry,  for  the  tide  never  reached  so  high  as 
the  cave.  The  fisherman  placed  the  lantern  upon  an 
upturned  keg,  when  its  light  shone  full  upon  the  bound 
figure  lying  prostrate  upon  the  ground  and  also  upon 
Morton  Dane  who  was  bending  over  him. 

The  light  flashed  into  the  face  of  the  latter,  revealing 
a  handsome  countenance,  with  clear-cut  features,  a  mouth 
upon  which  a  sarcastic  smile  curled,  thin,  clean-cut  lips, 
eyes  placed  too  closely  together  to  portray  an  honesty 
of  purpose,  yet  dark  and  brilliant  in  their  quick,  furtive 
glances.  His  forehead  was  high  and  white  and  should 
have  been  noble,  but  its  whiteness  suggested  a  want  of 
manliness  ;  it  was  too  delicate  and  effeminate,  and  lacked 
width. 

Morton  Dane  was  dressed  in  the  height  of  the  fashion 
of  the  day.  The  white  frilled  shirt-front  was  of  the  finest 
lawn,  trimmed  with  lace  of  the  best  quality.  His  coat  and 
knee-breeches,  of  the  handsomest  cloth,  fitted  his  elegant 
figure  to  perfection.  A  fawn-coloured,  three-caped  top- 
coat hung  carelessly  on  a  pair  of  well-shaped  shoulders. 
He  wore  a  black  beaver  hat  with  a  square  silver  buckle 
in  front.  His  long  black  locks  were  tied  back  with  a  broad 
black  ribbon ;  a  handsome  diamond  brooch  sparkled 
crisply  in  the  snowy  lace  of  the  cravat  at  his  throat.  He 
carried  a  gold-mounted,  ebony  walking-stick  from  which 
two  large  fringed  tassels  dangled.  Snowy  lace  half-covered 
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his  thin,  effeminately-shaped  hands.  On  the  finger  of  his 
right  hand  he  wore  a  large  diamond  marquis  ring ;  the 
gems  flashing  fiery  evil  eyes  in  the  lantern-light. 

Morton  Dane  was  the  reprobate  son  of  the  lord  of 
the  manor  of  the  fishing  village  of  Lee  Haven  and  the 
surrounding  country.  John  Dane,  his  cousin,  was  the 
only  son  of  the  vicar  of  the  little  parish  and  younger 
brother  of  the  Squire. 

The  two  young  men,  so  startlingly  alike  in  outward 
appearance,  were  totally  opposite  in  character.  Where 
Morton  was  foppish  and  effeminate,  John  Dane  was  manly 
and  of  quiet  tastes.  Where  the  former's  high  forehead  was 
white  and  narrow,  the  latter's  was  broad  and  tanned  with 
the  wind  and  sun.  Their  eyes  were  alike  insomuch  as  they 
were  both  dark  and  handsome,  but  where  one  pair  lacked 
courage  and  honesty  of  purpose,  the  others  were  wide 
open,  fearless  and  full  of  kindliness.  These  sons  of  two 
brothers  had  grown  up  from  childhood  side  by  side  with 
an  intense  hatred  for,  and  aversion  from,  one  another.  All 
effort  on  their  parents'  part  had  failed  to  bring  an  under- 
standing of  any  semblance  of  friendship  between  them. 
While  John,  the  poor  man's  son,  gained  affection  and 
respect  from  the  members  of  his  father's  flock,  the  Squire's 
heir  was  looked  upon  with  fear  and  dislike  by  the  tenants 
of  his  father's  estate.  To  make  matters  worse  Morton 
Dane  had  sown  the  seeds  of  dishonesty  among  the  simple 
fisher-folk,  for,  not  only  had  he  added  smuggling  to  his 
long  list  of  shady  accomplishments,  but  he  had  craftily 
contrived  to  imbue  the  spirit  of  law-breaking  among  them. 

As  Morton  Dane  bent  over  the  recumbent  figure  of  his 
cousin  lying  on  the  floor  of  the  cave,  he  drew  his  lace- 
befrilled  and  perfumed  handkerchief  lightly  across  his 
captive's  face. 

"  Not  only  content  with  stealing  the  affection  of  the 
fair  Mistress  Betty  from  me  by  foul  lies  and  marrying 
her,  you  add  to  your  record  of  insults  and  kind  deeds  by 
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putting  the  Revenue  Officer  in  possession  of  my  plans,  eh  1  " 

"  It  is  a  lie  !  "  retorted  the  prisoner,  who  now  presented 
a  dishevelled  appearance.  "  I  swear  upon  oath,  Morton, 
I  have  never  said  as  much  as  one  word  to  the  Officer." 

"  A  lie,  is  it,  damn  you  ?  Then  answer  me  this,"  Morton 
Dane  scowled  threateningly.  "  What  were  you  doing  all 
last  evening  with  the  prying  fool  in  the  parlour  of  the 
Three  Jolly  Sailors  ?  And,  why,  may  I  also  ask,  were  you 
up  on  the  cliff  yonder  early  this  morning,  when  the  same 
sneaking  thief  was  spying  around  with  his  hook  nose  and 
prying  eyes  ?  Oh,  I  saw  the  telescope  tucked  under  his 
arm,  out  of  sight  maybe,  eh !  I  saw  you  pointing  out 
towards  Gulls'  Point.  What  were  you  doing  that  for,  eh, 
informer?  Revenue  Officers  don't  usually  amble  round 
with  innocent-looking  young  men  for  nothing,  Mr. 
Informer !  "  A  sharp  kick  accompanied  the  last  word. 

John  Dane  kept  his  temper  well  within  bounds.  He 
knew  he  could  tantalise  his  cousin  most  by  keeping  his 
temper,  the  other's  uncontrollable  rage  would  lead  him  in 
the  end  into  giving  himself  completely  away ;  so  he 
answered  him  as  calmly  and  unruffled  as  he  possibly  could 
under  the  circumstances. 

"  Although  I  do  not  enter  into  your  unlawful  practices, 
cousin  Morton,"  he  looked  squarely  up  into  the  sneering 
face  above  him,  "  yet  I  would  die  sooner  than  turn  informer 
upon  the  lads  of  the  Haven,  men  who  once  were  honest, 
hard-working  fellows,  but  who  through  your  influence  and 
example  have  been  led  into  dishonest  ways. 

"  You  are  the  hypocrite,  Morton  Dane,  not  I.  You,  as 
your  father's  son,  entertain  His  Majesty's  Officers  of  the 
Revenue  up  at  the  Manor  in  loyal  manner,  feasting  them 
upon  the  wine  which  comes  unlawfully  into  your  possession. 
You  throw  dust  in  their  eyes  with  your  plausible  words 
and  pretended  indignation  and  heart-whole  proffers  of 
help  to  hunt  down  the  smugglers.  You,  the  ringleader  of 
the  gang,  who  boastfully  '  pulls  the  nose  of  the  Captain 
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of  the  Revenue  Cutter ' — as  you  love  to  amuse  these 
poor  misguided  fools,  your  tools,  forsooth — ignorant 
fisherfolk." 

"  A  most  righteous  young  man,  who  does  not  indulge 
in  unlawful  practices,  would  read  me  a  sermon,"  mocked 
his  tormentor.  The  lantern-light  showed  the  evil  gleam  in 
the  cruel  dark  eyes  as  the  sneering  tones  turned  to  those 
of  intense  hatred  :  "  You  had  better  keep  a  civil  tongue  in 
your  head,  or  by  all  the  power  of  evil,  I'll  break  every 
bone  in  your  accursed  body.  I  don't  know  what  stays 
my  hand  now,"  and  he  made  a  threatening  movement 
with  his  ebony  stick,  the  knob  of  which  was  loaded  with 
lead. 

A  stout,  bearded  fisherman,  who  had  so  far  been  a  silent 
onlooker,  here  interposed  : 

"  No  takin'  life,  Master  Morton.  Master  John  be  a  lad 
o'  Lee  Haven,  and  'e  be  no  informer,  that  I  do  know." 

"  Hold  your  tongue,  Bill  Longman,"  his  master  admon- 
ished him.  "  Get  about  your  work.  You  know  where  the 
horses  are  hidden,  go  to  them  at  once."  The  fisherman 
nodded  his  head  sullenly.  "  You  need  have  no  fear  that 
I  shall  do  my  cousin  any  harm,"  continued  Morton  Dane. 
"  I'll  promise  you  that.  I  wouldn't  have  the  blood  of  an 
informer  soil  my  hands,  not  for  all  the  good  brandy  in 
France."  He  drew  back  from  his  kinsman  and,  turning  to 
the  other  men  in  the  cave,  gave  a  series  of  sharp  orders, 
and  signalling  to  the  man  Hake  to  remain  behind,  began 
to  pace  up  and  down  for  some  moments.  After  a  brief 
space,  he  again  addressed  his  prisoner : 

"  You  thought  when  you  had  stolen  the  love  of  fair 
Betty  Grey  and  married  her,  that  you  had  got  even  with 
me — in  fact,  far  ahead  of  me ;  that  you  would  settle  down 
to  farm  her  father's  bit  of  land,  a  pattern  husband  and 
all  the  rest  of  it,  eh?  Well,  you  are  welcome  to  your 
idea  of  the  ideal  life.  You  are  welcome  to  Betty.  I  have 
no  further  use  for  a  maid  who  threw  over  a  man  such  as 
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I,  for  the  likes  of  you,  a  buffoon  of  the  first  order."  He 
bent  down  and  glared  maliciously  into  his  cousin's  face. 

"  I  was  up  at  old  Jennie  Hunt's  cottage  yesterday," 
he  continued.  "  She  told  me  what  to  her  was  a  great 
piece  of  news,  that  your  wife — to  use  the  old  crony's  words 
— was  about  to  become  a  mother  ;  the  happy  event  might 
happen  at  any  time  now.  Your  wife  expressed  a  wish  to 
take  Holy  Communion  early  to-morrow  morning,  being 
the  Sabbath  day,  in  the  old  church  on  the  cliff.  The  bell 
that  warns  the  ships  of  our  dangerous  coast  in  the  storm 
will  ring  for  the  early  morning  service,  and  later  on  for 
the  birth  of  your  child."  He  turned  to  the  fisherman. 
"  Come  here,  Hake,  and  untie  the  informer's  legs.  We 
have  an  hour  before  the  cargo  is  run,  in  which  to  carry 
out  my  purpose."  He  turned  again  to  John  Dane. 

"  We  have  altered  our  plans  a  little  since  yestereve, 
Mr.  Curry-favour-with-Revenue-Officers,  so  you  have  put 
your  friend  on  the  wrong  scent.  The  knowledge  he  has 
obtained  from  you  will  be  of  little  use  to  him  except  to 
keep  him  out  of  the  way.  Instead  of  our  previous  arrange- 
ment, the  Seamew  will  run  her  last  cargo  past  Dead  Man's 
Point  and  not  at  Gulls'  Rock.  How  much  did  the  Revenue 
Officer  give  you  for  betraying  us,  cousin  ?  As  it  happens, 
you  have  betrayed  him." 

John  Dane  made  no  reply,  but  Hake  helped  him  to  his 
feet.  His  eyes  met  those  of  his  tormentor's,  which  were 
full  of  unfathomable  obscurity  of  thoughts,  which  John 
Dane  felt  powerless  to  penetrate.  His  honest  eyes  gazed 
back  unflinchingly. 

Hake,  the  fisherman,  saw  the  look  which  passed  between 
the  cousins,  and  hesitated,  while  doubts  as  to  the  captive's 
supposed  misdeeds  entered  his  stolid  mind — perhaps  Master 
Morton  had  been  misinformed,  and  Parson's  son  was 
innocent  of  the  accusation  his  cousin  had  brought  against 
him.  He'd  always  liked  Master  John,  and  it  was  none  of 
his  business  if  the  latter  did  not  feel  himself  called  upon  to 
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entertain  the  same  enthusiasm  for  the  risky  business  so 
many  of  the  lads  of  Lee  Haven  were  engaged  in. 

Morton  Dane's  quick  eye  noted  instantly  his  accom- 
plice's hesitation  ;  he  also  saw  the  apprehensive  glances 
directed  furtively  at  him.  He  took  a  large  silk  handker- 
chief from  his  topcoat  pocket  and  nonchalantly  displayed 
the  butt  end  of  a  revolver.  Hake  was  instantly  submissive. 

"  Gag  the  prisoner  with  this  handkerchief,  and  don't 
be  too  gentle,"  Morton  commanded  abruptly.  The  fisher- 
man cringingly  obeyed. 

"  Ah  !  Master  Morton,"  he  grinned  sheepishly,  ashamed 
of  his  momentary  lapse  of  weakness.  "  There  be  few  men 
in  the  Haven  could  unloose  what  Jimmy  Hake  do  make 
fast,  that  I  do  know,"  and  he  proceeded  to  carry  out  his 
young  master's  command,  muttering  the  while  to  salve  his 
still  uneasy  conscience — "  it  was  a  bad  day  for  the  Haven 
to  have  an  informer  in  its  midst,  a  lad  who  had  grown  up 
from  childhood  among  them,  sharing  their  joys  and 
sorrows ;  he,  for  one,  would  never  have  thought  it  of 
Master  John,  Parson's  son  too,  whom  all  loved  and 
respected." 

These  thoughts  ended  by  enraging  him  to  such  an 
extent  that  his  handling  of  the  defenceless  man  was  rough 
in  the  extreme.  Morton  noted  this  and  smiled  with  satis- 
faction, for  he  ruled  with  a  rod  of  iron,  and  it  flattered 
his  vanity  to  quell  instantly  the  smallest  sign  of  rebellion 
among  his  followers. 

When  Hake  had  finished  his  task  to  his  master's  satis- 
faction the  latter  called  him  aside,  and  a  whispered  con- 
versation was  carried  on  between  the  two  conspirators 
for  the  space  of  a  few  minutes,  when  Morton  returned  to 
his  cousin's  side  and  the  following  command  was  given 
him  : 

"  You  are  to  follow  Hake,  and  don't  try  to  make  an 
attempt  to  escape  ;  the  slightest  movement  on  your  part 
contrary  to  my  command  will  be  instantly  dealt  with  in 
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a  way  you  will  not  be  alive  to  quarrel  with.  I  shall  be 
behind  you  to  keep  an  eye  on  you  ;  it  will  be  better  for 
you  to  follow  out  my  instruction  to  the  letter.  Please 
proceed." 

He  moved  his  delicate,  effeminate  hand,  in  its  dressing 
of  foamy  lace,  in  the  direction  of  the  upper  end  of  the 
cavern,  bowing  with  mock  elegance  as  he  did  so.  The 
diamonds  on  his  fingers  glittered  in  fine  needle-points  of 
light,  glowing  fiery  in  the  changing  shadows  as  they  caught 
and  held  the  rays  of  the  lantern's  light. 

The  fisherman  led  the  way  and,  as  the  party  proceeded, 
the  cavern  grew  narrower  and  narrower  till  it  formed  a 
narrow  passage  too  difficult  to  enable  them  to  stand  up- 
right. The  rough  walls  upon  either  side  were  dry,  and 
stuck  out  in  places  in  projecting  pieces  of  rock.  John 
Dane  found  it  difficult  to  keep  from  getting  bruised  and 
cut,  for  his  cousin  moved  quickly  behind  him,  giving  him 
little  time  to  pick  his  way.  At  length  the  rocky  passage- 
way terminated  in  some  rough-hewn  steps  leading  to  an 
open  cavity,  from  which  stars  in  the  wind-swept  sky  could 
be  seen  twinkling  down  upon  them. 

The  gale  still  blew  with  terrific  force,  and  Hake,  who 
passed  out  of  the  cave  first,  had  some  difficulty  in  keeping 
his  footing  while  he  assisted  their  prisoner  to  crawl  through 
the  opening  in  the  darkness,  for  he  had  passed  the  lantern 
to  his  master  before  stepping  forth  into  the  open. 

Morton  Dane  seemed  more  concerned  in  avoiding  the 
soiling  of  his  elegant  attire  than  in  the  safe  convoy  of  his 
captive.  When  all  three  had  gained  the  open,  Hake 
returned  to  the  cave  for  the  lantern,  which  he  carefully 
concealed  in  the  folds  of  his  rough  jacket  for  fear  that  its 
light  might  attract  attention,  for  the  more  boisterous  the 
night  the  more  likely  were  the  inhabitants  of  the  village 
to  be  astir. 

The  party  now  began  to  ascend  to  the  summit  of  the 
cliff.  There  was  still  light  enough  to  see  the  narrow 
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sheep-track  which  gleamed  up  a  dull  grey  against  the 
coarse  cliff  grasses  growing  upon  either  side  of  it. 

The  violence  of  the  wind  prevented  conversation,  and 
the  three  men  battled  their  ways  in  the  same  formation 
as  they  had  traversed  the  cave,  Hake  leading,  with  John 
Dane  in  the  centre,  while  Morton  brought  up  the  rear, 
his  heavy  cloak  wrapped  lightly  about  his  slender  form. 
His  small  feet,  in  their  Wellington  boots  and  gay  tassels, 
appeared  almost  incapable  of  making  a  stand  against  the 
force  of  the  gale,  but  there  was  something  cat-like  in 
the  way  in  which  they  seemed  to  cling  to  the  grey  path, 
advancing  stealthily  with  a  quick,  gliding,  feline  tread. 

Meanwhile  all  kinds  of  wild  conjectures  as  to  his  im- 
pending fate  passed  swiftly  through  John  Dane's  mind. 
He  was  surprised  to  find  his  cousin  Morton  at  Lee  Haven  ; 
he  had  thought  he  was  away.  He  felt  safe  in  the  thought 
that  his  cousin  did  not  contemplate  taking  his,  John 
Dane's,  life,  for  he  could  easily  have  done  this  half  an 
hour  ago.  True,  the  fisherman  would  have  intervened. 
Jimmy  Hake,  although  weak  of  character,  would  never 
have  stood  and  seen  murder  done,  especially  to  a  lad  of  the 
Haven — particularly  with  the  other  fishermen  to  bolster 
him  up  and  defy  their  ringleader.  But,  now  that  they 
were  alone,  the  facile  character  of  the  man  would  make 
him  as  putty  in  the  hands  of  his  unscrupulous  master. 

John  Dane  knew  only  too  well  that  his  cousin's  influence 
would  prevail,  that  he  would  have  no  difficulty  in  making 
the  fisherman  an  accomplice  in  a  foul  deed,  which  other- 
wise, with  the  support  of  his  fellow  reprobates,  Hake 
would  have  had  courage  to  refuse.  There  was  the  risk  in 
the  cave  of  one  or  more  of  the  smugglers  returning  to  their 
place  of  tryst. 

Dane  knew  that  Morton  could  not  rely  altogether  on 
the  loyalty  of  his  followers.  Hake  was  different ;  he  was 
an  easy  tool,  fonder  of  his  glass  than  he  ought  to  have  been  ; 
no  one  would  place  any  credence  in  a  drunken  man's 
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yarn.  He,  John,  would  be  missing ;  the  smugglers,  if 
compelled  to  come  forward,  would  say  they  had  seen  the 
cousins  together ;  that  was  all.  Hake's  evidence  would 
never  be  taken  to  account.  Morton  had  shown  his  usual 
wisdom  in  his  choice  of  tools. 

Even  though  it  was  well  known  from  one  end  of  Devon 
to  the  other  that  the  cousins  hated  each  other  with  a 
bitter  antagonistic  hatred,  hatred  did  not  necessarily  lead 
to  murder. 

No,  John  knew  that  in  his  cousin's  subtle  brain  some 
form  of  diabolical  revenge  had  reached  fruition.  A  cold 
shudder  ran  down  his  spine  as  a  horrible  thought  assailed 
him.  Squire  Dane,  Morton's  father,  had  been  a  man  of 
many  adventures ;  he  had  travelled  far  and  wide  and,  in 
one  of  his  long  absences  from  home,  he  had  married  an 
Anglo-Indian  merchant's  daughter  in  India — a  dark,  hand- 
some, fiery-tempered  woman,  who  had  hated  the  home  of 
her  adoption,  and  constantly  pined  for  the  sunny  atmo- 
sphere of  her  native  land  and  the  intriguing  life  of  India. 
There  was  some  talk  of  dark  blood  in  her  veins,  which  was 
strenuously  refuted  by  her  relatives.  But  there  were  those 
who  thought  otherwise. 

Once  in  a  fit  of  passion  she  had  lashed  with  a  whip  a 
pet  dog  to  death ;  there  were  other  cruelties  attributed 
to  her  violent  outbursts  of  temper  which  were  hushed  up, 
but  the  gossip  over  her  outbursts  filled  many  hours  in 
the  parlour  and  bar  of  the  Three  Jolly  Sailors  inn. 

Though  only  a  child  when  she  died,  John  Dane  shuddered 
when  he  remembered  the  strong  resemblance  there  existed 
between  the  dark,  passionate  woman,  of  whom  he  had 
stood  in  so  much  awe,  and  his  cousin  Morton.  How  many 
were  the  torturous  tricks  his  cousin  had  played  upon 
animals  he  did  not  dare  to  think,  but  he  realised  the  full 
horror  of  his  cousin's  character.  That  he  was  innocent 
of  the  charge  his  cousin  had  brought  against  him  the 
latter  was  well  aware.  Morton's  sole  purpose  in  declaring 
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him  an  informer  was  to  set  the  lads  of  Lee  Haven  against 
him.  He  had  sown  his  seeds  carefully,  and  with  infinite 
minuteness  to  details.  Not  a  stone  had  been  left  unturned, 
so  that  he,  Morton,  might  gain  their  aid  in  carrying  out 
his  scheme  of  vengeance  upon  the  man  who  had  won  the 
love  of  the  woman  he  had  set  his  own  heart  on  winning. 
That  his  suit  had  been  reciprocated  dwelt  in  his  own 
imagination  only. 

John  Dane  knew  that  his  young  wife  had  never  given 
Morton  the  least  encouragement,  or  any  other  idea  than 
that  any  advances  upon  his  side  were  more  than  distasteful 
to  her.  In  fact,  Betty  Grey,  before  she  had  reached  the 
age  of  sweet  seventeen,  had  quickly  shown  to  the  little 
world  of  Lee  Haven  where  her  true  fancy  lay,  for  John 
and  she  had  been  sweethearts  since  childhood,  from  the 
days  when  they  had  shared  each  others  toys  and  searched 
for  pretty-coloured  shells  on  the  shelves  of  shingle  beach 
at  the  foot  of  the  iron-stone  cliff,  or  gathered  sea-anemones 
in  the  pools  left  in  the  hollows  of  the  rocks  by  the  out- 
going tide,  and  took  them  home  in  glee,  to  watch  them 
grow  in  the  glass  fish-bowls. 

Morton  Dane  had  been  much  from  home,  having  shown 
little  or  no  interest  in  his  home  village,  till  one  Sunday, 
after  a  long  absence,  he  had  returned  with  none  too  clean 
a  record.  Having  caught  a  glimpse  of  Betty's  charming 
face  beneath  the  shady  hat  trimmed  with  bunches  of 
cherries,  with  silk  strings  of  the  same  colour  tied  under 
a  dimpled  chin,  peeping  at  him  over  the  front  of  her 
father's  pew,  he  thought  he  had  but  to  raise  a  finger, 
and  the  owner  of  the  dimpled  chin  would  succumb  in- 
stantly to  his  flattering  tongue,  elegant  figure  and  dare- 
devil air. 

He  dismissed  with  an  oath  gossip  that  was  brought  to 
him  from  the  parlour  of  the  Three  Jolly  Sailors  of  a  secret 
marriage  he  had  contracted  between  himself  and  the 
daughter  of  one  of  his  father's  keepers.  The  keeper,  Bob 


Kali's  Jewels  17 


Blakeley,  was  dead,  and  his  daughter,  Ruth,  lived  with 
her  widowed  mother  in  a  lonely  cottage  on  the  estate 
not  far  distant  from  the  village. 

But  even  though  Betty  had  not  heard  this  story  whis- 
pered in  the  long  stone-floored  kitchen  of  her  father's 
farmhouse,  she  had  had  very  little  admiration  for  the 
Squire's  only  son ;  in  fact,  she  had  always  turned  from 
his  handsome  face  with  feeling  of  intense  dislike  and 
mistrust. 

Betty's  father  had  farmed  exceptionally  well,  and  many 
broad  acres  had  been  added  to  his  already  large  and 
prosperous  farm.  Betty  was  his  sole  heiress,  and  at  his 
death  would  be  a  wealthy  woman.  Through  the  sowing 
of  so  many  wild  oats  by  his  son,  Squire  Dane  had  had  to 
part  with  large  slices  of  land,  till  the  estate  had  been  cut 
down  to  an  exceptionally  small  size. 

Gossip  had  it — and  rightly  so — that  other  motives  than 
love  had  caused  the  Squire's  son  to  look  for  a  bride  whose 
coffers  would  be  full.  His  wrath  and  dismay  can  well  be 
imagined  when  he  found  that  the  prize  he  had  thought  so 
easy  to  win  had  slipped  from  his  grasp ;  that  his  cousin 
John  should  have  forestalled  him  was  the  bitterest  pill  he 
had  ever  been  called  upon  to  swallow. 

Since  that  memorable  day  he  had  worked  cunningly 
and  craftily,  worming  his  way  into  the  confidence  of  the 
knot  of  reprobate  village  loafers  till  at  length  he  became 
their  ringleader  in  pursuing  the  illegal  trade  of  smuggling. 
At  the  same  time  he  craftily  planted  the  seeds  of  hate  into 
the  rough  fishermen's  heads  against  his  cousin,  the  young 
man  who  had  grown  up  amongst  them,  beloved  by  all  who 
knew  him  for  his  honesty  of  purpose  and  frank  good- 
fellowship  towards  all. 

Smuggling  had  enabled  Morton  Dane  to  satisfy  his  most 
pressing  creditors.  His  success  had  been  great.  The 
game  had  grown  dangerous,  for  although  he  had  tried  his 
best  to  fasten  his  crimes  upon  his  cousin,  their  likeness 
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to  one  another  helping  him  to  carry  out  his  deceitful 
practices,  yet  he  knew  that  many  suspected  the  true  state 
of  affairs.  And  now  that  the  Receiving  Officer — a  new 
man  more  alert  in  his  duty  than  the  old  one — had  been 
making  enquiries,  Morton  Dane  knew  it  was  time  for  him 
to  play  one  bold  stroke  and  disappear.  Barring  the  old 
Manor  House  and  the  grounds  in  which  it  stood,  there  was 
little  else  to  expect. 

His  cousin,  John  Dane,  knew  of  this  plotting  and  plan- 
ning to  fasten  these  crimes  on  him,  and  bitter  thoughts 
surged  through  his  mind  as  he  followed  the  burly  figure  of 
Hake  the  fisherman  up  the  grey  winding  path  to  the  cliff 
above  them.  A  great  rage  swept  over  him  when  he  thought 
of  the  trap  he  had  foolishly  fallen  into. 

He  had  been  taken  unawares,  trapped  by  a  lie.  He  had 
been  walking  that  evening  on  the  brow  of  the  cliff  watching 
the  signs  of  the  approaching  gale.  While  thus  occupied 
he  had  heard  above  the  rising  wind  a  voice  calling  for 
help,  and  saw  Hake  hurriedly  approaching  him  by  a  goat- 
track  leading  from  the  beach  below  to  the  cliff.  The  man 
was  waving  frantically  to  draw  his  attention,  and  when 
they  met  he  had  an  exciting  tale  to  tell  of  a  fellow-fisherman 
who  had  slipped  on  a  rock  below  and  had  broken  his  leg. 

Dane  had  at  once  hurriedly  descended  the  cliff  to  the 
beach,  where  Hake  had  pointed  out  the  spot  where  the 
man  lay  hidden  from  view  behind  the  rocks.  No  sooner 
had  he  reached  the  place  indicated  than  he  was  instantly 
surrounded  and  overpowered  by  men  concealed  in  the 
cave-mouth. 


CHAPTER  II 

THE  path  the  three  men  now  traversed  led  to  the  old  grey 
Saxon  church  standing  upon  the  cliff  summit.  A  low  stone 
wall  encircled  the  churchyard.  An  open  gateway — the 
gate  had  long  since  fallen  from  its  hinges  and  the  solid 
oak  woodwork  decayed — gave  access  to  the  graveyard. 
Here  the  coarse  cliff  grasses  grew  in  abundance  over  the 
irregularly  shaped  mounds,  almost  completely  hiding  the 
grey  stone  slabs  from  which  the  finger  of  time  had  skilfully 
erased  all  knowledge  of  those  whose  remains  rested 
beneath. 

The  three  men  entered  the  grey  stone  porch,  Hake  still 
leading  the  way.  The  ancient,  bolt-studded  door,  giving 
access  to  the  church,  stood  ajar ;  the  fisherman  pushed  it 
still  farther  open  ;  it  yielded  to  his  touch,  creaking  loudly 
upon  its  rusty  hinges.  No  lock  or  bolt  was  needed  against 
likely  pillagers,  for  in  the  bare  interior  of  the  old  building 
there  was  nought  to  steal.  All  three  men  passed  between 
the  lintels,  Morton  Dane  closing  the  door  behind  them 
as  they  did  so.  Hake  uncovered  the  lantern  and  threw 
his  coat  upon  an  oak  bench  close  by. 

The  lantern's  light  revealed  four  grey  stone  walls  and 
windows  of  Saxon  design,  a  dozen  or  more  oak  benches 
worm-eaten  with  age,  a  grey  stone  font,  and  in  the  east 
end  of  the  church  the  dim  outline  of  an  oak  table  upon 
which  was  placed  a  brass  cross. 

To  the  right  of  them  the  belfry  door,  bolt-studded  and 
worm-eaten,  stood  pushed  back,  revealing  grey  stone 
turret  steps  and  intense  darkness  beyond.  So  massive 
were  the  stone  walls  of  the  old  Saxon  sanctuary  that  the 
storm  raging  without  sounded  almost  like  a  summer 
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breeze.  No  one  spoke,  but  Hake  motioned  John  Dane 
towards  the  belfry  doorway  and  the  flight  of  stone  steps 
just  visible  in  the  darkness.  Dane's  bewilderment  had 
passed  words ;  although  he  felt  almost  helpless  to  do 
anything  but  comply  with  the  unspoken  command,  yet 
he  hesitated  and  turned  his  head  to  where  his  cousin  stood 
unwrapping  himself  from  the  folds  of  his  great-coat.  The 
operation  took  some  moments  before  the  coat  was  adjusted 
to  its  owner's  fastidious  taste. 

"  Proceed,  cousin  mine,"  the  latter  said,  bowing  mock- 
ingly, the  coat  now  arranged  to  a  nicety.  "  It  is  my  wish 
that  your  over-active  brain  shall  be  fully  and  usefully 
occupied  during  the  running  of  the  Seamew's  last  cargo." 

Again  John  Dane  hesitated.  What  fiendish  trick  did 
his  enemy  contemplate  ?  Hake  had  already  begun  to 
ascend  the  rough  stone  steps  of  the  belfry  tower,  and  as 
the  lantern  disappeared  in  the  curve  of  the  spiral  stair- 
case the  darkness  closed  round  the  two  men  who,  though 
of  the  same  kith  and  kin,  yet  were  divided  past  all  recon- 
ciliation through  the  intensity  of  a  great  hate. 

"  We  have  no  time  to  waste,  informer."  The  words 
were  literally  hissed  into  John  Dane's  ears,  while  he 
could  feel  his  cousin's  hot  breath  fan  his  cheeks  ;  he  felt 
also  the  pressure  of  a  revolver  muzzle  held  at  his  chest. 

Round  and  round  the  stone  steps  wound  up  the  grey 
stone  tower.  The  lantern  ahead  threw  grotesque  shadows 
upon  the  rough  walls,  and  its  light  had  the  curious  effect 
of  enlarging  the  huge  boots  of  the  fisherman,  who  always 
kept  three  steps  ahead.  At  length  the  echoing  sound  of 
footfalls  ceased.  Ahead  Dane  could  now  clearly  see  the 
stooping  figure  of  Hake,  his  coarse  stockinged  legs,  rough 
knickers,  and  blue  worsted  jersey,  as  he  entered  the  low 
doorway  leading  to  the  bell-loft.  All  three  men  gained  the 
loft,  in  the  centre  of  which,  secured  to  an  oaken  structure, 
could  be  dimly  seen  the  great  bell  and  wheel.  A  narrow 
platform  ran  round  the  four  walls.  Huge  beams  supported 
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the  ceiling.  At  their  feet  a  black  cavity  yawned,  in  which 
the  bell  and  wheel  revolved. 

On  the  edge  of  the  platform,  opposite  to  the  wheel,  was 
an  upright  oak  support.  Not  a  word  had  passed  between 
the  three  men  since  they  had  begun  to  ascend  the  tower. 
Now  Morton  Dane  broke  the  silence. 

"  In  our  childhood  days,  on  one  of  the  rare  occasions 
when  we  were  friends  for  an  hour  or  two,  we  paid  a  visit 
to  this  belfry  together,  and  we  discovered  that  there 
was  just  room  enough  for  a  man  to  stand  upright  on  the 
ledge  before  the  oak  support  yonder.  Was  that  not  so  ?  " 

Dane  nodded  his  head  reluctantly. 

"  It  is  my  wish  that  you  verify  our  childhood's  discovery. 
Please  proceed." 

Again  John  Dane  felt  the  revolver  muzzle  once  again 
pressing  against  his  chest.  The  platform  was  narrow, 
the  lantern  gave  none  too  bright  a  light,  yet  John  was 
able  to  take  up  his  stand  as  commanded  by  his  cousin 
on  the  narrow  ledge  before  the  oak  support.  A  hasty 
conversation  took  place  between  Morton  and  Hake.  At 
its  conclusion  the  fisherman  took  a  coil  of  rope  he  had 
carried  from  the  cave  and,  advancing  along  the  ledge, 
passed  it  several  tunes  round  the  prisoner's  body  and 
secured  him  to  the  oak  support. 

When  these  operations  had  been  carried  out  to  Morton's 
satisfaction,  he  took  the  lantern  and  held  it  high  above  the 
prisoner's  head,  the  full  length  of  his  arm,  so  that  John 
Dane  could  see  and  comprehend  the  full  significance  of  his 
position. 

Directly  above  his  head  hung  the  huge  bronze  bell ; 
at  his  feet  the  inky  black  cavity  of  the  well  of  the  tower. 

Having  held  the  lantern  in  position  for  some  moments, 
Morton  Dane  lowered  it  until  its  light  shone  full  upon  his 
unfortunate  relative  and  said  : 

"  I  have  planned  this  little  joke  to  keep  you  out  of 
mischief  while  I  finish  my  work." 
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Dane  saw  the  almost  maniacal  look  in  the  eyes  bent 
upon  him. 

"  You  observe  the  position  of  the  bell  above  your  head," 
he  continued.  "  There  is  little  to  explain,  and  no  doubt 
your  fertile  brain  has  already  grasped  the  full  significance 
of  your  position,  but,  in  case  you  do  not  clearly  understand 
it,  I  had  better  explain.  As  the  wheel  revolves  through 
the  rope  being  pulled  from  below,  the  bell — which  as  you 
have  already  seen  is  poised  a  couple  or  more  feet  above  your 
head — is  sent  swinging,  and  as  it  swings  downward,  and 
as  you  are  directly  beneath  it,  it  may  in  its  downward 
course  crack  your  skull  in  " — he  paused,  grinning  fiendishly 
the  while — "  or  it  may,  if  you  are  as  favoured  in  these 
matters  as  you  have  been  in  love,  miss  your  head  by  the 
fraction  of  an  inch. 

"  To-morrow  the  simple  folks  of  Lee  Haven,  your  fair 
young  wife  among  them,  will  wend  their  way  up  the 
cliff  path  to  this  sacred  building  to  take  the  Sacrament, 
for  to-morrow  is  the  Sabbath  !  " 

A  sneer  lengthened  across  his  cruel  lips. 

"  When  the  bell  is  rung  for  the  service  for  these  faithful 
souls,  you  will  be  able  to  satisfy  yourself  that  the  mechan- 
ism of  the  bell  is  in  good  order  to  ring  out  later  the  glad 
tidings  of  the  birth  of  your  child."  Intense  hatred  shone 
in  the  dark,  evil  eyes.  "  Before  morning  the  Seamew, 
the  pride  of  our  little  village,  will  have  run  her  last  cargo, 
and  you  and  the  rest  of  the  simple  folk  of  Lee  Haven  will 
have  seen  the  last  of  your  much-respected  cousin,  Morton 
Dane.  But  before  I  finish  I  would  like  to  let  you  know — 
that  is  if  the  bell  misses  its  mark  and  you  live  through  the 
little  entertainment  I  have  provided  you  with — that  I 
am  leaving  my  old  father  in  your  care.  You  are  welcome 
to  my  share  of  his  property.  That  scoundrel  Charles  Grey 
has  stolen  or  cheated  him  out  of  the  plum  of  his  estate 
till  he  has  nothing  left  worth  twopence  ;  but,  if  you  live, 
you  are  welcome  to  it."  So  saying  he  turned  from  his 
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cousin  and  handed  the  lantern,  with  a  command,  to  the 
fisherman,  Hake,  who  had  been  a  silent  witness  of  the 
strange  scene  which  had  just  taken  place  between  the 
two  cousins.  Without  further  word,  both  men  left  the 
belfry  to  descend  the  stone  steps  to  the  church  below. 

John  Dane  listened  with  mingled  feelings  of  rage  and 
despair  to  their  departing  footsteps  growing  fainter  and 
fainter,  till  they  at  length  died  away  into  silence. 

Left  alone  in  the  intense  darkness  of  the  building,  he 
fell  a  prey  to  the  full  horrors  of  his  helpless  position. 
Although  almost  inaudible  in  the  building  below,  the  wind, 
rising  in  force,  howled  and  shrieked  round  the  silent,  grey 
tower.  To  the  imprisoned  man  it  seemed,  in  its  wild  fury, 
as  if  it  would  demolish  it.  He  could  hear  the  thunder  of 
the  waves  upon  the  rocks  beneath  the  cliff  upon  which  the 
church  stood,  and  his  cousin's  boasted  hope  for  the  Seamew's 
cargo  seemed  a  frail  thing,  for  no  ship  could  possibly  find 
the  safe  passage  through  the  rock  at  Dead  Man's  Point 
on  such  a  night  in  such  a  gale. 

The  imprisoned  man's  brain  refused  to  suggest  the 
vaguest  possibility  of  a  means  of  escape.  He  strained  at 
his  ropes,  a  terrible  fury  filling  his  being.  He  fought  and 
struggled  with  hopeless  desperation  to  break  his  bonds 
till  the  rope  cut  his  flesh,  for  the  fisherman  had  done  his 
devilish  work  all  too  securely.  At  length,  thoroughly 
exhausted,  he  ceased  his  struggles. 

The  darkness  around  him  oppressed  him,  and  seemed 
to  bear  down  on  him  and  enfold  him  in  suffocating  tension. 
His  mind  seemed  to  wander  ;  his  imagination  conjured  up 
distorted,  ugly  faces,  their  evil  eyes  peering  at  him  from 
every  quarter,  their  voices  jeering  and  shrieking  vile 
imprecations  at  him.  These  evil,  mocking  faces  crowded 
in  upon  him  and  were  about  to  touch  him,  then,  as  sud- 
denly as  they  had  appeared,  so  suddenly  did  they  disappear. 
He  tried  to  calm  his  over-excited  brain  and  fastened  his 
elusive  thoughts  upon  his  young  wife. 
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He  made  himself  picture  the  calm,  sweet  beauty  of  her 
face,  her  large  grey  eyes  so  full  of  love  and  admiration 
when  they  rested  upon  him  and  met  his  gaze,  but  her  face 
was  persistently  elusive,  and  gave  place  to  his  cousin's 
hateful  countenance,  with  its  sneering,  mocking  eyes. 
Only  too  well  could  he  see  the  resemblance  between  the 
dark-skinned  and  resentful-eyed  parent  and  her  son,  in  coun- 
tenance and  in  character.  All  his  boyish  dread  and  fear  of 
the  dark,  austere  face  and  the  unhappy  influence  of  those 
bygone  years  seemed  now  to  envelop  him  and  cast  the  cloak 
of  depression  and  hatred  over  him  as  in  his  childhood.  It 
brought  his  whole  young  life  before  him.  Youth's  follies 
magnified  themselves  into  colossal  magnitude. 

He  thought  of  his  mother  sleeping  peacefully  in  the 
churchyard,  only  a  few  hundred  feet  from  him,  and  a  sense 
of  peace  fell  upon  him  as  the  memory  of  her  last  kiss 
brought  back  to  him  the  influence  of  her  great  love. 

Again  and  again  he  imagined  he  heard  the  creaking  of  the 
bell-rope  and  that  the  great  wheel  moved,  but  the  minutes 
dragged  past  on  leaden  wings,  and  the  bell  did  not  move. 
Bats  hovered  about  him  ;  he  could  hear  the  restless  motion 
of  their  wings  as  they  flew  past  him,  seeming  to  expostulate 
among  themselves  at  their  sanctuary  being  thus  invaded. 
One  struck  him  in  the  face,  and  so  overwrought  was  he  that 
he  imagined  the  big  bronze  bell  had  swung  ! 

Outside  the  tower  the  stars  had  all  been  extinguished, 
for  heavy  storm-clouds  now  screened  the  sky.  The  wind 
and  rain  beat  against  the  tower  with  renewed  and  inex- 
haustible fury.  The  tall  cliff  grass  lashed  itself  into  a 
stinging  rage  upon  the  half-buried  tombstones.  The  waves 
below  the  cliff  ran  mountains  high  and  dashed  upon  the 
rocks  below,  leaving  the  snowy  foam  high  upon  the  shelves 
of  beach. 

The  moon  strove  in  vain  to  show  her  silvery  face  between 
the  racing  clouds,  whilst  down  in  the  sheltered  valley, 
where  the  thatched  cottages  nestled,  snugly  together 
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beneath  stunted  oak  and  graceful  pine,  the  mothers  and 
wives  of  the  humble  fishermen  knelt  in  prayer  for  the  souls 
of  the  men  out  upon  the  raging  deep. 

Suddenly  there  came  an  ominous  lull  in  the  storm,  as  if 
the  elements,  like  a  couple  of  giants,  had  ceased  wrestling 
for  the  moment  to  gain  time  for  a  fresh  onslaught.  The 
wind  subsided,  its  fury  for  the  moment  spent.  The  moon 
struggled  through  the  clouds,  and  her  light  shone  upon  the 
raging  water,  the  lonely  church  on  the  cliff,  and  the  village 
street. 

In  the  lull  of  the  storm  the  bent  figure  of  a  man  appeared, 
making  his  way  stubbornly  against  the  gale  up  through  the 
village  street.  Lights  twinkled  in  the  windows  of  the 
thatched  cottages  on  either  side  of  the  long,  straggling 
road.  A  little  knot  of  men  stood  at  the  street  corner,  while 
others  were  seen  making  their  way  against  the  storm  to 
the  cliff  edge,  where  they  cautiously  descended  by  the 
narrow,  precipitous  path  to  the  strip  of  shingle  beach. 

The  old  man  passed  on  through  the  village  ;  he  had 
shouted  some  words  to  the  group  of  men,  who  one  and  all 
hurried  off  in  the  direction  of  the  beach. 

At  the  far  end  of  the  village,  and  standing  some  little 
distance  from  it,  was  a  cottage  snugly  sheltered  from  the 
blast  by  a  tall  hedge  and  a  group  of  trees. 

As  old  Barney  the  Sexton  passed  the  cottage  the  door 
opened,  and  a  woman  with  a  shawl  thrown  across  her 
shoulders  looked  out.  The  lamp-lit  room,  with  its  oak 
dresser  and  shining  pottery,  looked  a  striking  contrast  to 
the  wild  night  outside. 

The  woman  called  to  the  man  a  question  in  anxious 
tones.  His  answer  came  back  to  her  borne  upon  the  wings 
of  the  wild  west  wind. 

"  There  be  a  ship,  lass,  coming  straight  for  Dead  Man's 
Point.  She  looks  like  the  Seamew.  God  help  her  crew." 

The  woman  drew  back  and  closed  the  door  hurriedly. 
She  threw  herself  upon  her  knees  upon  the  hard  brick 
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floor ;  her  hands  clasped  themselves  together,  while  her 
white  lips  moved  in  the  anguish  of  a  silent  prayer,  wrung 
from  an  overburdened  heart.  An  older  woman  came 
hurriedly  forward  from  a  back  room,  her  snowy  apron 
gleaming  with  stiffness  in  the  red  glow  of  the  open,  wood 
fire. 

"  Get  up,  lassie ;  the  bricks  be  cold  for  thee,  my  lamb. 
Come  to  bed."  Her  lips  cooed  the  words  soothingly,  as  if 
they  were  spoken  to  a  little  child. 

"  Mother  !  Mother  !  Barney  called  to  me  that  a  ship 
was  coming  straight  for  Dead  Man's  Point."  She  threw 
her  arms  about  the  comely  figure  of  the  older  woman. 
"  He  says  it's  the  Seamew,  mother.  Morton  is  on  board. 
You  remember  what  he  told  us  !  He  was  going  with  the 
Seamew  in  this  his  last  haul ;  then  he  was  going  to  take  me 
away  to  a  new  country  with  him,  where  he  would  acknow- 
ledge me  as  his  wife."  She  began  to  cry  piteously,  her 
mother  trying  to  reason  with  her.  A  fresh  burst  of  wind 
shook  the  little  cottage,  rattling  the  diamond-shaped 
window-panes  and  making  the  door  sob  beneath  the  lintel. 

"  Listen  to  the  storm,  mother.  Can  any  ship  live  in 
such  a  sea  ?  Oh,  God !  is  this  to  be  the  end  of  all  ?  " 
she  cried  shrilly,  as  she  fell  unconscious  upon  the  brick 
floor  at  her  mother's  feet. 

In  the  meantime  Barney  the  Sexton  of  the  grey  church 
on  the  hill,  pursued  his  way  with  one  set  purpose  in  his 
mind,  to  ring  the  warning  bell  from  the  tower  for  the  ship 
to  steer  her  course  past  the  treacherous  rock  at  Dead 
Man's  Point. 

Meanwhile,  the  news  that  the  Seamew  was  coming  straight 
for  the  rocks  swiftly  ran  from  lip  to  lip,  and  the  village 
street  was  soon  filled  with  white-faced  women,  who,  with 
their  shawls  wrapped  tight  about  them,  all  ran  in  one 
direction,  following  the  men  to  the  cliff  path  which  led  to  the 
strip  of  beach  at  the  foot  of  the  cliff. 

High  up  in  the  grey  tower,  John  Dane  watched  anxiously 
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for  the  first  streak  of  dawn  to  strike  through  the  narrow 
"  cross-fire  "  in  the  wall  above  him,  little  realising  that 
the  night  was  still  young,  and  that  many  weary  hours  were 
still  to  pass  before  his  desired-for  day  could  come.  Yet, 
when  it  did  come,  what  would  it  bring  him — this  first 
streak  of  dawn  ? 

If  Morton  Dane's  wishes  were  to  be  fulfilled,  would  it 
bring  to  his  cousin  the  end  of  all  things,  or  did  the  cruel, 
calculating  brain  know  that  the  bell  would  miss — by  the 
fraction  of  an  inch  ! 

"  Torture  " — to  put  to  extreme  pain,  to  cause  anguish  of 
mind  or  body,  to  annoy,  to  vex !  A  heritable  blemish,  a 
mark  of  deformity  of  mind  ! 

Yes,  John  Dane  remembered  his  cousin's  and  his  visit 
to  the  belfry  in  search  of  jackdaws'  nests,  in  their  early 
boyhood.  He  remembered,  too,  Morton's  fear  that  he, 
John,  would  play  a  trick  upon  him  and  shut  him  in  the 
bell-loft.  And  he  had  gone  home  and  told  Betty  Grey  he 
would  never  go  birdnesting  again  with  Morton,  as  he 
was  a  coward. 

Dane  tried  to  feel  with  his  foot  the  width  of  the  ledge, 
but  Hake  had  bound  him  so  fast  he  could  not  move  a 
limb.  He  could  not  quite  understand  the  fisherman's 
antipathy  towards  him.  He  had  never  trusted  the  man, 
who  was  of  the  sullen,  morose  type.  He  was  well  aware 
that  Hake  was  thoroughly  under  Morton's  thumb,  and  he 
knew,  too,  the  underhand  working  of  his  unscrupulous 
cousin's  mind,  his  scheme  to  place  his  own  evil  deeds  upon 
him.  With  the  majority  of  the  villagers  Morton's  scheming 
had  not  had  the  desired  effect — his  character  was  too  well 
known  among  them  ;  but  with  Hake  and  others  of  like 
kidney  Morton  had  found  fertile  ground  in  which  to  sow  his 
seeds,  but  he  knew  that  even  with  these  men  it  was  useless 
to  pretend  John  was  an  accomplice  of  his.  So  the  only 
way  to  gain  their  help  in  his  scheme  of  vengeance  was  to 
paint  his  cousin  in  the  hateful  colours  of  an  informer. 
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Hake  had  proved  a  willing  tool,  and  one  Morton  knew  he 
could  rely  upon  to  help  him  in  whatever  dirty  work  he 
undertook.  He  had  promised  upon  oath,  such  as  it  was, 
that  upon  the  successful  landing  of  the  cargo  of  smuggled 
goods  he  and  his  accomplice  would  disappear,  leaving  the 
rest  of  their  companions  in  crime  to  bear  the  full  brunt  their 
law-breaking  deeds  deserved. 

So  Hake  had  stifled  the  qualms  of  his  much-dulled 
conscience,  and  had  tightened  the  knots  of  the  rope  which 
bound  the  man  whom  he  had  known  from  childhood,  but 
whom  he  imagined — an  imagination  kept  well  fanned  by  the 
glib  and  evil  tongue  of  his  unscrupulous  master — had 
betrayed  him  and  his  companions. 

Morton  Dane's  promise  of  a  life  of  ease  and  plenty 
beyond  the  seas,  where  no  hand  of  the  law  could  touch 
them,  and  the  knowledge  of  the  crime  he  had  witnessed 
as  the  whip-hand  over  his  master,  was  a  temptation  not  to 
be  played  with. 

Poor  fool,  he  had  not  taken  full  measure  of  the  latter's 
character  !  He  had  not  as  yet  learned  the  bitter  lesson  ;  an 
oath,  a  promise,  a  pledge  of  any  kind  made  by  Morton 
Dane  was,  as  in  the  words  of  the  old  proverb,  "  as  pie-crust, 
made  to  be  broken." 

In  John  Dane's  mind  was  the  anguishing  thought  of  his 
young  wife's  anxiety  when  he,  John,  failed  to  put  in  an 
appearance  at  supper-time.  The  storm  would  for  the  time 
being  supply  an  ample  excuse  for  his  non-appearance. 

His  mind  s  eye  conjured  up  the  vision  of  their  snug 
parlour  in  the  ivy-covered  Vicarage.  His  father  would  be 
sitting  in  the  arm-chair  by  the  fire  ;  opposite  him  would  be 
Betty,  her  fingers  busy  upon  tiny,  snowy  white  garments, 
frail  wisps  of  things.  He  knew  they  would  be  talking  of 
him.  They  would  picture  him  down  on  the  ledge  of  beach 
with  the  rest  of  the  villagers  and  fisherfolk,  waiting  to  lend 
a  hand.  He  knew  it  was  grieving  his  father  that  his  infirm- 
ities prevented  him  taking  an  active  part  in  the  not 
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infrequent  tragic  events  their  dangerous  coast  provided. 
Betty  would  be  comforting  him  and  assuring  him  that 
their  John  would  fill  his  father's  as  well  as  his  own  place 
in  acts  of  heroism  and  bravery. 

John  Dane  was  driven  to  the  madness  of  utter  despair 
over  the  thoughts  of  the  wonderful  event,  which  they  all 
three  had  looked  forward  to  with  such  high  hope  and  full- 
hearted  happiness,  which  was  shortly  to  take  place  in  their 
little  home  circle. 

All  the  happy,  soul-absorbing  anticipations  and  plannings 
of  the  past  few  months  passed  through  his  agonised  brain. 
He  groaned  aloud,  and  cursed  his  kinsman  with  all  the 
vehemence  his  injured  senses  had  at  their  command  when 
he  realised  what  effect  the  news  of  his  death  might  have 
upon  his  beloved  wife — most  likely  the  shattering  of  all 
their  hopes.  In  the  morning,  when  it  was  found  that  he 
was  missing,  and  that  he  had  not  been  with  the  other  fisher- 
men and  the  other  inhabitants  of  the  village  on  the  beach 
watching  the  storm,  who  would  suggest  the  belfry  hi  the  grey 
tower  of  the  church  on  the  cliff  ? 

Suddenly  in  the  midst  of  his  musings  he  became  conscious 
of  a  movement  far  below  in  the  cavity  at  his  feet.  With 
every  nerve  in  his  body  braced  up  to  the  limit  of  its  endur- 
ance, he  struggled  to  get  his  mouth  free  from  the  handker- 
chief which  Hake  had  bound  so  skilfully  to  form  a  gag.  His 
joy  was  unspeakable  when  he  found  the  silk  tearing,  till 
at  length  it  parted  and  left  his  tongue  free  to  cry  for 
help. 

He  tried  to  call  loudly  at  first,  but  so  long  had  he  been 
gagged  he  could  hardly  make  a  sound  issue  from  between 
his  parched  lips,  in  spite  of  his  intense  anxiety  to  be  heard. 
He  tried  again  and  again,  till  his  muscles  relaxed  and  his 
voice,  first  weak  and  then  growing  stronger,  at  length 
echoed  hollowly  through  the  dark  space  and  came  faintly 
echoing  back  to  him  up  through  the  hollow  cavity  stretched 
at  his  feet.  He  waited.  Oh,  the  intense  agony  of  the 
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suspense  1    The  cold  sweat  broke  out  upon  his  brow.    Yet 
no  response  came  back  to  his  frantic  cry  for  help. 

He  listened.  His  horrified  senses  were  suddenly  made 
conscious  that  the  sound  he  had  heard  came  from  the  bell- 
rope.  He  realised  swiftly  enough  from  further  sounds 
that  the  great  wheel  above  him  was  beginning  to  be  set 
in  motion.  It  was  still  night.  Who  would  ring  the  churchless 
bell  at  night,  except  Morton  Dane  had  set  one  of  his  gang 
to  finish  the  little  drama  sooner  than  he  had  planned  ? 

Like  a  flash  of  lightning  the  following  revelation  was 
borne  in  upon  him  :  there  was  evidently  a  ship  in  distress, 
most  likely  drifting  straight  on  to  the  fatal  Dead  Man's 
rock,  and  old  Barney  the  Sexton  had  been  sent  as  quickly 
as  his  old  legs  would  take  him  up  the  cliff  path  from  the 
village  to  the  church  to  toll  the  warning  bell. 

A  ray  of  hope  flashed  through  his  brain,  and  he  renewed 
his  cries  for  help,  using  the  full  power  of  his  lungs,  only 
to  realise,  when  thoroughly  exhausted,  the  hopelessness 
of  his  task,  for  he  remembered  that,  if  it  was  Barney  who 
had  taken  the  rope  in  his  hand  and  was  preparing  to  set  the 
bell  in  motion,  his  effort  would  be  in  vain,  for  the  old 
sexton  was  stone  deaf. 

The  rope  again  creaked ;  the  wheel  began  slowly  to 
revolve. 

In  John  Dane's  mind  his  cousin's  words  repeated  them- 
selves over  and  over  again  : 

"  The  bell  may  crack  your  skull  in  its  downward  motion, 
or  it  may  miss  your  head  by  the  fraction  of  an  inch  !  " 

John  knew  the  diabolical  trick  and  act  of  vengeance 
thus  planned  by  his  kinsman  was  about  to  be  enacted. 

The  wheel  creaked.  The  sound  seemed  like  the  sharp 
report  of  a  revolver  held  at  his  head.  The  huge  bell  began 
its  downward  sweep.  With  nature's  instinct,  John  held 
his  breath  and  waited,  flattening  his  body  and  straining 
his  muscles  to  shrink  to  their  smallest  size  against  the  oak 
support,  while  his  lips  moved  silently  in  prayer. 
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Clang  !  clang  !  clang  !  the  warning  bell  rang  out  upon  the 
raging  storm.  Its  note  was  caught  up  and  carried  out  to 
sea  upon  the  wings  of  the  wild  west  wind.  The  crew  in  the 
drifting  vessel  heard  it,  and  a  hopeless  despair  sank  down 
deep  into  each  heart,  for  although  the  bell  brought  to 
them  a  vision  of  their  village  homes  and  their  close  prox- 
imity to  them,  yet  they  knew  they  were  doomed  to  perish 
in  such  a  sea  upon  the  cruel,  red  rocks  that  were  so  familiar 
to  them  all. 

Upon  the  strip  of  beach  the  handful  of  fisherfolk  heard 
the  warning  bell.  They  stood  in  groups  within  shelter  of 
the  scattered  rocks,  and  just  beyond  reach  of  the  inrushing 
waves. 

The  men  sought  posts  of  vantage,  their  eyes  strained 
upon  the  raging  water  to  catch  the  first  glimpse  of  the 
doomed  ship. 

At  length,  through  the  blinding  mist  of  spray  and  foam, 
could  be  seen  the  ship  drifting  helplessly  on  to  the 
treacherous  Dead  Man's  Point. 

The  mountainous  waves  and  gale  blowing  warned  the 
watchers  that  it  would  be  hopeless  to  think  of  launching  a 
boat,  for  it  was  an  impossibility  for  a  small  craft  to  live  in 
such  a  sea.  The  cry  of  horror  and  dismay  was  heart- 
rending when  the  moon,  breaking  through  the  clouds, 
revealed  the  identity  of  the  ship.  It  was,  as  they  had 
feared,  yet  hoped  against,  the  Seatnew — the  pride  of 
Lee  Haven. 

Although  the  majority  of  the  menfolk  of  the  village 
had  no  sympathy  with  the  smuggling  that  took  place  in 
their  little  bay,  yet  those  who  took  part  in  this  illegal 
traffic  were  mostly  of  the  same  kith  and  kin  as  they  ;  and 
in  most  of  the  homes  the  shipwreck  of  the  Seamew  would 
cause  sorrow  and  want  to  stalk  hand  in  hand  in  their 
midst. 

With  the  silvery  moonbeams  piercing  the  scudding 
clouds,  they  were  able  to  make  out  the  figures  of  her  crew 
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clinging  to  the  rigging.  The  watchers  knew  there  was  no 
hope  of  the  ship's  course  being  steered  through  the  only 
known  channel  between  the  monster  red  rocks  to  safety. 
While  they  watched  they  saw  only  too  plainly  that  the 
Seamew,  driven  by  the  violent  gusts  of  wind,  was  drifting 
hopelessly  upon  the  rocks.  Now  she  sank  from  sight  in 
the  deep  trough  of  an  oncoming  wave,  to  be  lifted  high  the 
next  minute  on  the  crest  of  another  mountainous  wave 
and  flung  with  scornful  fury  upon  the  foam-swept  rocks — 
a  broken  thing. 


CHAPTER  III 

ON  a  ledge  in  the  face  of  the  cliff,  and  sheltered  from  the 
boisterous  gale  by  a  projecting  rock,  stood  the  figures  of 
two  men  ;  they  were  those  of  Morton  Dane  and  his  accom- 
plice, Hake  the  fisherman.  Both  men  watched  the  struggle 
of  the  ill-fated  vessel  with  mingled  feelings  of  intense 
anxiety  and  dismay. 

The  former  had  staked  much,  in  fact  his  all,  on  the  safe 
landing  of  the  ship's  cargo ;  and  now  as  he  watched  the 
drifting  vessel  at  the  mercy  of  wind  and  tide,  he  saw  that 
his  hopes  were  to  be  doomed  to  bitter  disappointment. 
He  gave  no  thought  to  the  poor  wretches  clinging  to  the 
rigging ;  their  fate  was  immaterial  to  him ;  their  purpose, 
their  value  to  him,  was  all  he  cared  about.  His  plans 
had  been  well  laid,  and  some  of  them  had  reached  fruition, 
for  his  kinsman,  John  Dane,  had  fallen  beautifully  into 
the  trap  prepared  for  him.  There  had  been  no  hitch  or 
flaw  in  this.  But  now  he  watched  with  dismay  the  other 
half  of  his  plans  being  destroyed  before  his  eyes. 

Already  the  certain  satisfaction  which  comes  with  a 
desire  fulfilled  had  become  an  accomplished  fact,  and  the 
intensity  of  his  hatred  began  to  wane,  although  his  dislike 
and  hatred  had  been  the  more  bitter  for  the  adverse  circum- 
stances in  which  his  evil  ways  had  plunged  him. 

Now  he  stood  watching  the  further  development  of  his 
so-called  well-laid  plans.  News  had  been  brought  him  that, 
hidden  away  in  a  deeply  wooded  ravine,  pack  horses  were 
waiting  in  readiness  at  a  moment's  notice  to  distribute  the 
cargo  of  the  Seamew  to  its  various  destinations. 

Morton  Dane's  accomplices  had  been  proved  and  were 
not  found  wanting ;  they  were  ready  to  run  any  risk  for 
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their  share  in  the  venture  if  the  aforesaid  venture  succeeded. 
But  if  it  failed  ?  Well,  the  fresh  plans  fostered  in  the  crafty 
brain  were  not  idle. 

If  success  had  crowned  this — his  last  throw  of  the  dice — 
he  was  to  have  left  Lee  Haven,  taking  Hake,  who  would 
have  been  a  dangerous  witness  against  him,  in  the  Seamew 
to  an  unknown  destination. 

He  cursed  inwardly  at  the  turn  fortune  had  taken  against 
him. 

"  What  be  us  going  to  do,  Master  Morton  ?  The  Seamew 
will  never  weather  this  gale,  sir."  Hake's  voice  at  his 
elbow  stirred  his  already  alert  brain  to  the  necessity  for 
sudden  action.  "  Us'll  be  taken  up  for  murder,  sure  as 
it's  day,  if  us  don't  get  away.  There  be  Master  John  tied 
tight  up  in  the  belfry  of  the  old  church.  Ah,  it's  certain 
thing  he  be  dead  before  morn."  Hake's  tones  were  full 
of  swift  alarm  which  comes  of  a  guilty  conscience. 

Morton  gripped  his  arm  in  a  vice-like  grasp.  Both  men 
stood  for  the  moment  as  if  petrified.  Far  away  above  them 
the  clear  note  of  the  warning  bell  rang  out :  Clang  !  clang  ! 
above  the  storm. 

"  God ! "  cried  the  fisherman,  "  Master  John  be 
murdered  !  " 

His  bronzed,  weather-beaten  face  turned  a  ghastly  white 
beneath  the  tan,  his  eyes  starting  from  his  head  in  the 
horror  of  the  thought  that  he  had  had  a  hand  in  a  deliberate 
case  of  murder.  He  turned  to  go,  and  began  stumbling 
over  the  wet  and  slippery  rock  in  his  desire  to  get  to  the 
cave  behind  them,  but  Morton  Dane  was  too  quick  for 
him ;  his  hand  fell  upon  the  fisherman's  shoulder  in  an 
instant,  wrenching  him  round  to  face  the  sea  again.  He 
commanded  the  man  to  return  to  the  ledge,  in  brutal 
tones,  and  having  regained  their  former  position,  which 
commanded  a  view  of  the  ledge  of  rocks  named  Dead  Man's 
Point,  he  pointed  with  his  white,  delicately-shaped  hand 
to  the  scene  below. 
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Where  a  moment  before  a  proud  little  vessel  had  fought 
gallantly  for  life,  she  now  lay,  her  back  broken,  upon  the 
reef.  Dark  objects  appeared,  vainly  struggling  to  reach  the 
strip  of  shingle  beach  where  willing  hands  were  waiting  to 
succour  them.  But  one  by  one  they  sank  from  sight  in  the 
boiling  surf,  their  bodies  to  be  thrown  up  later,  a  toll 
paid  to  the  ever-greedy  sea. 

"  To  the  ravine  where  the  pack  horses  wait !  "  was 
Morton  Dane's  hurried  command. 

Gone  from  Hake's  mind  for  the  moment  was  the  fearful 
thought  of  the  fate  of  the  man  tied  by  his  hand  up  in  the 
belfry  of  the  old  church.  His  one  idea  now  was  escape  ! 
and  the  only  way  to  achieve  it  was  to  stick  to  his  master's 
side  like  a  limpet. 

Back  into  the  cave  Hake  hurried,  stepping  clumsily 
after  the  nimble-footed  form  of  his  master  and  accomplice. 
A  lantern  at  hand  lit  up  their  way  through  the  subterranean 
passage.  The  long  and  tortuous  way  was  at  length 
accomplished,  and  the  fresh  air  of  the  outer  world  fanned 
their  cheeks  as  they  crawled  through  the  bracken  and 
brambles  hiding  the  entrance,  across  a  meadow  thick  with 
growth  of  autumn  grass,  to  disappear  beneath  the  heavy 
foliage  of  a  wooded  ravine.  On  they  hurried,  this  guilty 
pair,  till  the  neigh  of  a  horse,  the  jingle  of  harness,  the 
thud,  thud  of  hoofs  on  the  moss-covered  ground  told  of 
the  close  proximity  of  waiting  horses. 

A  turn  in  the  path  brought  an  open  glade  to  view,  in  the 
centre  of  which  were  grouped  men  and  pack  horses. 

Morton  Dane  strode  in  among  them,  giving  the  counter- 
sign as  he  did  so.  He  gave  a  sharp  order  for  a  saddled  horse, 
waving  aside  the  numerous  questions  that  were  directed 
at  him. 

"  No,  the  Seamew  was  not  in  sight.  The  night  was  still 
young  and  the  gale  was  abating."  He  lied  glibly.  He  and 
Hake  were  going  along  the  coast  to  put  the  Revenue 
Officer  and  his  men  off  the  scent. 
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A  saddled  horse  was  brought  forward,  which  he  quickly 
mounted.  Hake  held  on  to  his  stirrup-strap. 

With  a  warning  word  to  the  men  to  be  in  readiness  for 
any  emergencies,  he  and  the  fisherman  plunged  once  more 
into  the  thick  undergrowth  and  were  lost  to  view.  The 
horse  knew  the  way  and  Dane  let  it  have  its  head. 

For  some  few  minutes  the  little  cavalcade  pursued  its 
way  till  the  wood  cleared  and  the  open  ground  lay  before 
them,  with  a  white  ribbon  road  winding  up  over  the  brow 
of  the  hiU. 

Master  and  man  reached  the  road. 

"  Let  go  of  the  stirrup,  Hake,  you  are  cumbering  the 
horse's  movements."  The  tones  were  curt,  and  the 
fisherman  looked  up  into  the  pale,  narrow  face  above 
him. 

"  It  do  help  me  along,  Master  Morton."  The  reply  was 
given  in  a  simple  tone,  as  the  man  glanced  back  over  his 
shoulder  as  if  he  feared  pursuit  by  those  whom  they  had 
deceived. 

"  Let  go,  I  say,"  and  the  ebony  cane  came  down  upon 
the  man's  wrist  with  a  sharp  crack.  A  howl  of  pain  broke 
from  his  lips.  The  next  moment  Morton  Dane  had  stuck 
his  heels  into  his  horse's  sides  and  belaboured  it  furiously 
with  his  cane.  The  animal  broke  into  a  gallop  up  the  long, 
winding  road.  Hake,  encumbered  with  his  heavy  boots, 
ran  laboriously  in  pursuit,  but  as  the  distance  widened 
between  horse  and  man,  he  gave  up  the  chase.  His  bitter 
curses,  borne  upon  the  wild  west  wind,  followed  the 
man  who  had  so  cowardly  deserted  him,  up  the  long 
winding  road  that  led  over  hill  and  dale  to  Plymouth 
town. 

Whether  these  curses  reached  fruition  no  one  ever  knew, 
for  from  that  night  Morton  Dane  disappeared,  and  no  word 
of  his  ultimate  fate  ever  reached  Lee  Haven. 

Left  alone  on  the  fringe  of  the  wooded  ravine,  Hake's 
one  thought  was  for  his  personal  safety.  There  was  one 
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person  who  had  always  a  kind  word  for  him  and  had  more 
than  once  stood  as  friend  in  need  to  the  reprobate  fisherman, 
and  she  was  the  widow  of  Squire  Dane's  keeper,  who 
lived  in  the  secluded  cottage  in  the  outskirts  of  the 
village. 

The  men  who  guarded  the  horses  in  the  ravine  were 
strangers  to  him ;  they  came  from  far  outlying  villages ; 
he  had  nothing  to  fear  from  them,  for  in  the  semi-darkness, 
his  identity  was  impossible,  but  he  thought  it  a  better 
plan  not  to  inform  them  of  the  trick  Morton  Dane  had 
played  upon  them.  He  knew  of  a  detour  round  the  edge 
of  the  ravine  which  would  bring  him  to  Widow  Blakeley's 
cottage.  He  knew  he  would  have  the  sympathy  of 
the  widow  in  their  common  antipathy  to  the  Squire's 
son. 

Hake  knew  of  the  secret  intrigue  between  Ruth  Blakeley, 
the  late  keeper's  only  child,  and  Morton  Dane  ;  he  also 
was  thoroughly  aware  of  the  widow's  bitter  hatred  of  the 
latter. 

So  he  took  the  detour  and  arrived  at  the  widow's  cottage 
half  an  hour  later.  To  his  surprise  he  saw  that  the  door  of 
the  cottage  was  flung  wide  open  and,  hi  spite  of  the  storm, 
the  silence  of  a  strange  solemnity,  a  thoroughly  bewildering 
atmosphere,  utterly  incomprehensible  to  the  intruder, 
reigned  within.  He  stood  in  the  doorway  speechless,  his 
eyes  riveted  upon  the  interior.  He  saw  Widow  Blakeley's 
familiar  figure,  spare  and  angular,  standing  before  him, 
blocking  his  visage.  At  that  moment  the  plaintive  wailing 
of  an  infant  broke  the  silence.  Hake  was  dumbfounded. 
Widow  Blakeley  saw  him  with  eyes,  hard  with  the  intensity 
of  a  grief,  which  had  frozen  up  every  particle  of  emotion, 
turning  her  being  into  a  thing  of  stone. 

"  That  be  you,  James  Hake  ?  "  the  woman's  voice  was 
ever  direct  and  unemotional. 

"  Yes,  Widow  Blakeley,  it  be  I,"  Hake  replied. 

The  man  stood,  a  stolid  ox,  his  dull  instinct  slowly  making 
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him  aware  that  some  tragedy  had  taken  place,  something 
that  was  claiming  a  terrible  awe,  a  silence  from  him,  which 
his  meagre  intellect  failed  to  understand. 

The  widow  had  her  shawl  about  her  shoulders.  Hake 
saw  beyond  her  the  figure  of  another  woman,  a  villager 
whom  he  knew.  The  woman  held  a  small  white  bundle 
in  her  arms,  to  which  she  was  cooing  in  a  low  voice  as  she 
swayed  it  to  and  fro.  Widow  Blakeley  made  as  if  to 
pass  him. 

"  Where  be  going  ?  This  gale  is  strong,  too  strong  for 
women,  Widow  Blakeley."  His  own  position  was  forgotten 
in  the  presence  of  this  unknown  atmosphere  of  misery 
and  sorrow  in  which  he  had  so  unexpectedly  plunged 
himself.  Widow  Blakeley  stepped  back  into  the  room  and 
took  the  white  bundle  in  her  arms,  wrapping  her  shawl 
tight  about  it.  A  fresh  burst  of  wailing  followed.  The 
stolid  ox-man  looked  with  utter  bewilderment  from  one 
woman  to  the  other. 

"  And  Ruth,  Widow  Blakeley  ?  "  The  question  hung 
lingeringly  on  his  coarse  lips. 

"  She's  dead,"  came  the  stony  reply. 

"  Dead  !  "  Hake  fell  back  a  pace,  his  pale  eyes  wide 
open  with  astonishment. 

Widow  Blakeley  went  on  speaking  to  the  woman ;  he 
heard  her  say : 

"  Sarah  Tring,  you  go  up  to  Parson's,  and  maybe  tell 
them  I  am  on  my  way,  but  keep  thee  tongue  still  about 
her  !  "  she  jerked  her  head  towards  the  far  end  of  the 
room. 

"  I'll  wait  with  thee,  widow,  and  go  with  thee ;  it's  no 
night  for  a  babe  and  a  woman  to  walk  alone." 

The  woman  had  a  round,  honest  face  with  wide-open 
blue  eyes. 

Widow  Blakeley  shook  her  head. 

"  Midwives  and  the  likes  take  no  account  of  gales,  when 
humans  be  crying  out  for  their  help.  Go,  I  tell  thee, 
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Sarah,  and  if  it  be  any  comfort  to  you,  Hake  here  will 
come  along  with  me." 

Hake  drew  clumsily  aside,  as  Sarah  Tring  prepared  to 
take  her  leave.  The  woman  seemed  a  long  time  making 
her  preparations,  which  consisted  in  wrapping  her  shawl 
about  her  and  lifting  an  empty  basket  from  a  chair ;  her 
wide  eyes  would  keep  straying  towards  the  far  end  of  the 
room  ;  her  fingers  played  nervously  with  her  lips.  At 
length  she  could  hesitate  no  longer : 

"  You  be  leaving  her  alone,  Widow  Blakeley  ?  "  Courage 
began  to  straighten  out  the  nervous  line  about  the  twitching 
lips. 

"  No,  no  !  lass,  yer  needn't  offer  to  stay  with  my  lass. 
She  was  often  alone,  and  one  more  time  alone  will  no 
hurt  her  now.  It's  good  o'  you,  Sarah  Tring,  and  I'll  no 
forget  it  of  yer." 

A  fresh  blast  of  wind  shook  the  cottage,  the  windows 
rattled  in  their  wooden  framework  ;  the  wind  howled 
down  the  chimney  and  sent  the  smoke  belching  into  the 
room. 

Sarah  Tring  crossed  the  room  and  passed  hesitatingly 
through  the  doorway,  with  a  backward  look  of  honest 
grief  and  sympathy  in  the  wide  blue  eyes. 

Hake  watched  her  pass  down  the  path  between  the  late 
wallflowers  and  sweet-scented  stock ;  he  heard  her  lift 
the  gate's  latch,  quietly  it  fell  with  a  slight  click  ;  then  the 
shadows  enveloped  her,  and  he  listened  to  her  footsteps 
growing  gradually  fainter  as  they  were  swallowed  up  in 
the  noise  of  the  storm. 

Hake  stood  on,  his  dull  senses  still  petrified  into  silence 
in  the  atmosphere  of  tragedy  where  he  had  so  suddenly 
found  himself.  His  eyes  followed  the  spare,  upright  figure, 
he  saw  her  take  a  chair  and  place  it  back  to  the  wall,  and 
smooth  the  creases  out  of  the  faded  and  worn  tablecloth 
spread  upon  the  table  in  the  centre  of  the  room. 

He  was  puzzled  at  the  neat  way  she  folded  some  stockings 
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with  her  one  unoccupied  hand,  for  the  other  held  the  infant 
wrapped  tightly  in  her  shawl.  With  one  swift  glance 
round,  which  did  not  falter  as  it  rested  upon  the  far  end 
of  the  chamber,  she  walked  towards  the  door. 

Again  Hake  essayed  to  speak,  and  when  his  words  did 
come  they  were  spoken  in  heavy,  abrupt  tones  : 

"  Where  be  going,  Widow  Blakeley  ?  " 

"  Up  to  Parson's  first,  they  be  in  sore  distress  up  yonder. 
Master  John  be  missing,  and  his  wife  be  taken  in  great 
trouble.  We  must  get  going  now." 

"  And  then  ?  "  The  rough  fisherman  found  an  unknown 
force  compelling  his  lips  to  frame  the  words,  for  even  the 
mention  of  the  name  of  his  and  Morton  Dane's  innocent 
victim  did  not  warn  him  of  the  risk  he  was  running  in 
remaining,  for,  in  the  presence  of  the  atmosphere  so 
stringently  foreign  to  him,  he  was  helpless  to  do  anything 
but  be  compelled  by  the  action  of  another  into  whatever 
course  they  would  have  him  take. 

"  Well,  where  do  yer  think  I  be  going,  James  Hake,  with 
this  child  ?  " 

The  fisherman  shook  his  head  with  ox-like  stupidity 
and  bewilderment. 

"  Why,  where  should  us  go,  the  babe  and  me,  but  up 
to  Squire  Dane  ;  for  the  babe  be  his  grandson  as  thou  doth 
well  know,  thou  great  loon." 

It  was  the  first  spark  of  emotion  to  appear  in  the  stony 
eyes  ;  they  showed  a  fierce  and  bitter  resentment.  They 
also  showed  the  mastery  to  drive  a  bargain — a  cold,  hard 
bargain  in  which  no  one  would  dare  to  gainsay  what  they 
decided. 

She  pulled  the  door  abruptly  behind  her,  snapping  the 
latch  with  a  decisive  hand. 

Hake  followed  her  into  the  gloom.  When  his  eyes  had 
got  used  to  the  darkness,  after  the  glare  of  the  lamplight, 
he  was  able  to  keep  her  figure  in  view,  and  walked  a  couple 
of  feet  behind  her.  As  she  battled  her  way  against  the 
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wind  she  turned  abruptly  to  the  right,  taking  a  narrow 
road  which  led  away  from  the  village  toward  the  heavy 
belt  of  trees  fringing  Squire  Dane's  home  park. 

The  Vicarage  nestled  among  trees  near  the  entrance 
gates,  upon  the  edge  of  the  Dane's  prdperty,  about  half  a 
mile  from  the  village. 

The  distance  between  the  cottage  and  the  Vicarage 
was  soon  accomplished.  The  pair  found  the  long,  low  house 
a  blaze  of  light,  for  there  seemed  a  light  in  every  window. 
Having  entered  the  gate  they  took  the  dark  tree-sheltered 
path  leading  to  the  back  premises.  As  they  approached 
the  house  Widow  Blakeley  laid  a  hand  upon  Hake's 
arm. 

"  Take  the  babe,  and  stand  where  I  tell  thee,  James 
Hake,  till  I  come  back."  She  swiftly  unwound  her  shawl, 
and  wrapping  it  about  the  little  bundle  of  humanity,  who 
was  now  sleeping,  thrust  it  into  the  fisherman's  arm. 
Hake's  arms  clasped  round  it  mechanically.  "  Where's 
thee  hand  ?  "  Hake  held  his  great  toil-worn  hand  open. 
The  widow  felt  for  it,  and  having  found  it,  thrust  a  small 
bundle  of  papers  into  it,  locking  the  great  rough  fingers 
of  the  fisherman  over  them,  with  a  dry,  burning 
touch.  At  the  same  time  she  whispered  in  a  dry,  hard 
voice  : 

"  Don't  thee  let  go  o'  them  papers,  James  Hake,  till 
I  come  back  and  take  them  out  of  thy  fingers  myself," 
she  commanded,  as  she  pushed  him  to  the  side  of  the  path 
to  where  there  was  a  big  gap  in  the  hedge.  "  Bide  thee 
here  till  I  come,"  she  said,  her  hand  upon  his  shoulder, 
"  and  if  thou  doth  stir  one  foot  from  here,  James  Hake, 
may  the  curse  of  the  widow  and  orphan  follow  thee  all  the 
days  o'  thy  life,  and  nought  but  evil  befall  thee,  and 
witchcraft  and  devils  fall  foul  of  thee,  if  Widow  Blakeley's 
trust  in  thee  is  betrayed  ;  doth  thou  hear  ?  " 

Hake  muttered  an  oath ;  he  would  keep  trust,  he 
promised  her. 
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With  this  assurance  she  left  him,  and  walked  quickly 
towards  the  house.  A  minute  later  he  heard  the  house 
door  slam,  and  he  was  left  alone  with  an  infant  in  his 
arm,  and  a  bundle  of  papers  clasped  tightly  in  his  hand, 
in  the  dark  night. 


Cold,  grey  streaks  of  light  began  to  appear  in  the  east. 
Dawn  was  slowly  stretching  her  arms  across  the  storm- 
swept  sky.  Hurrying  clouds  swept  down  towards  the 
horizon,  leaving  the  sky  cold  and  grey. 

Headland  and  cliff -face  took  shape,  while  the  grey  stone 
church  on  the  cliff  summit  stood  out  clearly  defined  against 
the  widening  dawn. 

Old  Barney,  the  sexton  of  the  church  on  the  hill,  all 
impatient  to  see  if  there  would  be  any  flotsam  floating 
upon  the  calming  sea,  hurriedly  made  his  way  up  the  cliff 
path,  his  mind  full  of  the  accumulation  of  tragic  events 
which  had  taken  place  so  swiftly  in  his  home  village.  He 
ran  over  them  in  his  mind  as  he  toiled  up  the  path  he  had 
so  recently  trod  only  a  few  hours  before  to  ring  the  warning 
bell.  There  was  the  wreck  of  the  Seamew  and  the  sudden 
death  of  Ruth  Blakeley,  as  the  village  believed  her  name 
still  to  be,  on  the  birth  of  her  child.  The  disappearance  of 
John  Dane  from  his  home  on  the  eve  of  so  happy  an  event 
as  the  birth  of  his  son,  caused  Barney  to  scratch  his  head 
in  utter  perplexity  and  bewilderment  of  mind.  He  found 
himself  dwelling  more  upon  the  mystery  of  John's  absence 
than  all  the  other  tragic  events  put  together.  He  wondered 
in  his  mind  if  the  body  of  Morton  Dane  would  be  recovered 
from  the  sea,  for  he,  with  so  many  of  the  villagers,  believed 
the  latter  was  on  board  the  doomed  ship.  So  he  had 
not  attributed  John  Dane's  disappearance  to  an  act  of 
vengeance  on  the  part  of  the  latter 's  kinsman. 

At  length,  after  a  walk,  in  which  all  sorts  of  strange 
conjectures  as  to  John's  ultimate  fate  passed  through  his 
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mind,  he  reached  the  oak-studded  door  in  the  grey  stone 
porch.  To  push  it  open  and  enter  was  the  work  of  a 
moment.  He  crossed  to  the  belfry  and  began  slowly  to 
climb  the  rough  stone  steps  of  the  tower,  for  from  the 
"  cross-fire  "  in  the  belfry-loft  a  good  view  of  the  rocks  at 
Dead  Man's  Point  was  obtainable. 

Ten  minutes  later  the  wild  figure  of  the  old  sexton  was 
seen  coming  down  the  path  leading  to  the  village,  his  face 
white  with  terror,  calling  frantically  for  help. 

"  Help  !  "  His  old  voice  was  hoarse  and  broken  with 
the  strain  of  shouting.  "  For  the  love  of  God  !  Parson's 
son  be  tied  fast  in  the  bell-loft !  " 

Several  men  on  their  way  to  the  beach  heard  his  cries 
and  came  hurriedly  toward  him  as  he  again  and  again 
repeated  his  cry  for  help. 

All  he  could  give  in  reply  to  their  enquiries  was  the 
following : 

"  Parson's  son,  Master  John,  be  tied  fast  up  in  the 
belfry."  He  managed  to  get  the  words  out  while  he  pointed 
to  the  church  on  the  hill. 

The  men  no  sooner  took  in  the  purport  of  his  words 
when  they  one  and  all  hurriedly  took  the  cliff  path  and  were 
in  a  few  minutes  at  the  church  door.  This  they  pushed 
open  and,  crossing  the  floor  of  the  sacred  building,  entered 
the  grey  tower,  their  nailed  boots  making  a  clattering 
sound  as  they  hurried  up  the  stone  steps  to  the  belfry. 
Crowding  through  the  loft  door  on  to  the  narrow  platform, 
their  eyes  beheld  a  strange  sight.  They  stood  one  and  all 
spellbound,  gazing  at  the  familiar  features  of  John  Dane, 
that  the  ordeal  through  which  he  had  passed  had  trans- 
formed so  strangely.  The  bell  had  missed  by  the  fraction 
of  an  inch.  John  Dane  was  safe.  But  the  man's  protrud- 
ing eyes  had  a  wild,  unearthly  look  in  them  ;  his  cheeks  were 
ashen  grey,  his  hair  as  white  as  the  foam  upon  the  breakers 
beyond  the  bar. 
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A  hundred  years  have  passed  away  since  the  morning 
when  John  Dane  was  found  by  Barney  the  sexton  tied 
fast  to  the  beam  in  the  old  grey  tower  on  the  cliff.  A 
hundred  years  since  Betty  Dane's  baby  son  was  born  and 
Keeper  Blakeley's  only  daughter,  Ruth  Dane,  to  give  her 
the  name  she  legally  possessed  as  the  wife  of  Morton  Dane, 
passed  to  her  long  rest  and  was  buried  beneath  the  coarse 
cliff  grass  in  the  churchyard  overlooking  the  sea. 

A  hundred  years  have  passed  since  Squire  Dane  of 
Haven  Park  received  and  recognised  as  his  grandson  the 
child  brought  to  him  under  cover  of  night  by  the  gaunt, 
dull-eyed  woman,  Widow  Blakeley. 

A  hundred  years  have  rolled  away  since  Hake  the  fisher- 
man stood  in  the  gap  in  the  hedge  in  the  heavy  darkness 
of  the  late  autumn  night,  with  the  gale  bending  and  swaying 
the  trees  overhead,  with  an  infant  in  his  arms  and  the 
certificate  of  Ruth  Blakeley's  marriage  to  Morton  Dane 
held  fast  in  his  rough  toil-worn  hand. 

A  hundred  years  have  slipped  into  Eternity  since  the 
Seamew  ran  her  last  cargo  and  broke  her  back  upon  the 
treacherous  rocks  of  Dead  Man's  Point,  taking  with  her, 
as  the  mountainous  waves  washed  over  her,  so  many  sons 
of  the  fishing  village  of  Lee  Haven  on  the  wild  Devon  coast. 

To-day  the  Saxon  Church  on  the  hill  is  a  ruin,  but  her 
gaunt,  grey  wall  still  stands,  to  warn  the  ships  off  the  rocks 
clustering  about  the  shelves  of  beach  at  the  foot  of  the  cliff 
beneath  her.  The  coarse  cliff  grass  grows  and  flourishes, 
swept  so  often  by  the  wild  west  wind  in  the  churchyard 
which  boasts  of  no  gate.  The  village  still  nestles  at  the 
foot  of  the  sloping  hill,  but  the  pathway  to  the  church  on 
the  cliff  is  overgrown  with  grass.  The  wooded  ravine  and 
the  long,  rambling  white  house  known  as  Haven  Park  is 
still  there,  also  the  low,  creeper-covered  Vicarage  and  a 
gap  in  the  hedge  which  has  never  been  filled  in. 

Widow  Blakeley's  cottage  still  stands  at  the  far 
end  of  the  village  and  boasts  a  new  thatched  roof.  And 
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descendants  of  those  who  took  part  in  the  tragic  little 
drama  of  love,  hate,  vengeance  and  law-breaking  in  the 
little  Devon  fishing  village,  where  are  they  ? 

Morton  Dane's  power,  the  evil  it  wrought  in  the  peaceful 
village,  what  effect  had  it  upon  those  who  followed  after  ? 
Did  evil  or  good  prevail  ? 

John  Dane  made  no  great  stand  for  good,  but  great 
circumstances  intervened  over  which  no  man  has  control, 
and  ordained  one  man  for  evil  and  one  for  good. 


CHAPTER  IV 

INDIA,  and  the  end  of  the  dry  season,  the  parched  earth 
waiting  the  coming  of  the  rains.  Bets  were  laid  in  the 
bazaars  when  and  where  the  first  drop  of  rain  would  fall 
in  the  approaching  monsoons. 

Huge  cracks  in  the  sun-scorched  earth  gaped  up 
desolately  and  appealingly  to  the  burning  sky  overhead. 
The  wind  moaned  softly  through  the  boughs  of  the  gaunt 
neem-tree,  and  rustled  the  long,  dried,  dust-coated  leaves 
of  the  stately  mango  in  their  shady  groves.  The  restless- 
ness of  the  leaves  foretold  a  coming  change.  The  winds 
stirred  up  heavy  dust-clouds,  and  sent  them  drifting  across 
the  plains,  leaving  a  trail  of  dust  in  their  wake.  Lean 
and  starving  cattle  sniffed  the  air  expectantly,  while  hope 
revived  in  their  patient,  long-suffering  eyes,  for  water  no 
longer  flowed  easily  through  the  stony,  rush-fringed 
nullahs  ;  only  here  and  there  a  muddy  pool  alone  remained 
of  what  had  once  been  a  clear,  flowing  stream.  The  mud 
banks  of  the  river  were  dry,  and  showed  huge  cracks  ;  in 
the  deepest  parts  of  the  river,  concealed  in  the  rushes  or 
sunning  itself  on  the  bank,  the  deadly  and  fearsome 
crocodile  basked,  patiently  awaiting  prey  driven  to  despair 
through  thirst. 

Tall  lotus-stems  and  sacred  kalam  grasses  fringing  the 
pool  and  river  had  turned  yellow  and  were  twisted 
and  bent,  their  former  beauty  withered  out  of  all 
recognition. 

Down  to  the  edge  of  a  jungle  approaching  the  great  and 
gloomy  forest,  the  TeYai,  above  which  towered  the  lofty 
peaks  of  the  Himalayas,  a  cool  breeze  blew  from  the  snow- 
clad  ridge  through  the  ravines  and  valleys,  sweeping  across 
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plain  and  river  and  the  great  marsh-land,  through  the 
forest  to  the  lesser  jungles  of  stunted  bush  and  tangled 
undergrowth. 

The  evening  air  was  chilly.  A  grass  fire  drew  a  company 
of  men  of  different  callings  together  to  gossip  in  a  circle 
before  its  cheerful  blaze  and  warmth. 

The  grass  fire  shot  up  blazing  tongues  and  crackled 
noisily  as  a  heap  of  dry  fuel  was  thrown  upon  it,  its  fierce 
glow  falling  upon  the  circle  of  dark  faces  about  it  and 
showing  the  glittering  restlessness  of  the  Hindu  eyes  and 
the  stained  lips  dyed  with  the  juice  of  the  betel-leaf.  A 
snowy  turban  or  two  caught  the  attention,  for  the  remainder 
of  the  circle  wore  head-gear  of  poorer  material  and  soiled 
with  wear,  for  their  owners  were  toilers,  some  of  the  poorest 
classes. 

The  attention  of  the  circle  was  fully  interested,  and  all 
eyes  were  focused  upon  an  aged  Hindu,  who,  with  his  snowy 
dhouti  wrapped  about  his  gaunt  form,  addressed  the  group 
in  smooth  sentences,  without  haste,  but  leisurely,  his 
tongue  dwelling  caressingly  upon  each  word  as  it  fell  from 
his  thin  lips.  Mirza  Singh1  loved  an  audience. 

He  spoke  with  an  air  of  authority  ;  the  circle  of  men 
listened  with  the  respect  due  to  his  age  and  calling,  for 
he  was  a  Brahmin,  a  holy  man,  and  wore  a  triple  cord  of 
bluish  colour  about  his  neck  signifying  his  faith.  He  was 
narrating  a  Hindu  legend  which  ran  as  follows : 

"  When  Gannesha  (God  of  Good  Fortune)  beheld  through 
the  eyes  of  the  Sacred  Elephant  that  the  Red  Goddess 
Kali,  Queen  of  Paradise,  had  taken  the  jewels  of  the  earth 
and  had  placed  them  in  the  crown  she  wore  upon  her  brow  " 
— Mirza  Singh's  tones  were  slow  and  monotonous — "  then 
Gannesha 's  breast  became  filled  with  envy ;  a  great  desire 
filled  his  being ;  he  must  possess  himself  of  the  jewels,  for 
to  place  them  in  his  own  crown  and  to  wear  them  upon 
his  own  brow  was  his  wish. 

1  See  The  Holders  of  the  Gate. 
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"  How  was  he  to  gain  possession  of  Kali's  jewels  ?  First 
he  went  to  his  fellow-gods  and  besought  them  to  give  him 
their  valuable  advice  in  the  matter.  But  his  fellow-gods 
laughed  at  him  over  his  envy  and  scoffed  at  his  ambition, 
and  would  have  none  of  him.  But  Gannesha  was  not 
dismayed  by  the  mockery  of  his  friends,  but  consulted 
both  with  his  father,  the  heaven-born  Siva,  and  with  his 
mother,  Badva  Kali.  His  parents  considered  well  their 
son's  desire,  and  besought  him  to  go  and  purify  himself 
and  the  gods  of  his  household  in  the  sacred  waters  of  the 
holy  Ganges.  And  when  he  had  thus  cleansed  himself 
he  must  place  offerings  at  the  feet  of  the  god  Tagdis  (Fate), 
fasting  and  keeping  his  hands  from  all  labour  for  the  space 
of  time  which  lies  between  the  rise  and  fall  of  two  moons. 
His  mother,  Badva  Kali,  told  him  the  secret  of  Tagdis's 
hiding-place  in  the  jungle  on  the  edge  of  the  forest  beneath 
the  boughs  of  a  sacred  fig-tree. 

"  Now  Gannesha  took  heed  of  his  parents'  words,  and 
went  forthwith  and  purified  himself  and  all  the  gods  of 
his  household  in  the  waters  of  the  sacred  Ganges.  Then 
went  he  alone,  after  having  fasted  and  kept  his  hands  from 
all  manual  labour  during  the  time  specified  by  his  parents, 
to  the  jungle  on  the  edge  of  the  forest,  to  the  cave  beneath 
the  boughs  of  the  sacred  fig-tree  where  Tagdis  dwelt  in 
sacred  solitude. 

"  Having  reached  the  abode  of  the  god,  Gannesha 
prostrated  himself,  calling  upon  Tagdis  to  listen  to  the 
words  of  his  supplication.  The  god  came  forth  from  his 
cave,  and  in  reply  to  Gannesha's  request  bade  him  stretch 
forth  his  upturned  palms,  for  he  would  bestow  upon  him 
the  jewels  he  desired. 

"  Gannesha  did  as  Tagdis  requested  him  to  do,  and 
stretched  forth  his  upturned  palms  to  '  Fate.'  Immediately 
the  empty  palms  of  his  hands  became  full  of  gems — crystals 
of  sparkling  purity,  opals  of  glowing  fire,  and  rubies  of 
blood." 
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A  murmur  of  astonishment  ran  round  the  listening 
circle  of  men. 

"  But,"  continued  the  monotonous  voice  of  Mirza 
Singh,  "  such  is  the  law  of  Tagdis  that,  because — in 
his  astonishment  and  joy  at  becoming  possessed  of 
that  which  his  soul  sought  so  ardently — Gannesha 
forgot  that  which  was  due  unto  the  god  Tagdis.  In  his 
vanity  he  forgot  that  which  Tagdis  demanded  in  exchange 
for  the  granting  of  his  request.  So  that  while  he,  Gannesha, 
stood  gazing,  spellbound,  upon  the  sparkling  gifts,  he  saw 
to  his  amazement  that  the  pure,  sparkling  crystals  turned 
slowly  to  flowing  water,  which  slipped  swiftly  between 
his  widespread  fingers,  spilt  itself  upon  the  ground  at  his 
feet.  The  glowing  opals,  with  their  hearts  of  fire,  crumpled 
evenly  to  a  fine  powder,  which  the  evening  breeze  scattered 
to  the  four  winds  and  was  borne  away  from  his  sight ; 
while  the  rubies  dissolved  slowly  into  blood,  stained  the 
fingers  and  palms  of  his  hand,  which  even  the  waters  of 
the  sacred  Ganges  had  not  the  power  to  cleanse." 

Mirza  Singh  ceased  speaking,  his  circle  of  listeners,  drew 
closer  together  as  the  cool  evening  breeze  blew  down  upon 
them  from  the  ridge  of  hills  above.  A  tense  silence  followed 
his  last  sentence,  broken  at  length  by  the  long-drawn-out 
howl  of  a  village  cur,  the  cry  hanging  hauntingly  upon  the 
night  air. 

Pooran  the  grass-cutter  muttered  below  his  breath,  for 
a  dog's  howl  was  interpreted  as  an  evil  omen  :  the  death 
of  a  comrade. 

Mali  Dutt,  his  bosom  friend,  had  been  stung  by  a  snake 
that  forenoon,  he  had  seen  Mali  Dutt  carried  away  to  his 
hut.  By  morning  Pooran  knew  the  wounded  man  would 
be  dead,  and  he,  Pooran,  would  have  to  pass  the  dead  man's 
hut  on  his  way  to  the  jungle.  Rather  than  pass  it  he  would 
go  by  another  path.  He  knew  of  one  which  would  take 
him  two  koss  (miles)  out  of  his  way.  Well,  what  of  that, 
so  long  as  he  had  not  to  pass  the  abode  of  death  ? 

DK 
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The  grass-cutter  drew  nearer  to  the  grass  fire,  for  the 
jungle  behind  him  looked  full  of  mystery — heavy,  dark, 
and  ominously  silent. 

Pooran  had  come  from  the  country  under  irrigation, 
when  he  and  his  had  dwelt  in  affluence.  True,  his  then- 
prosperous  state  was  solely  due  to  the  Lord  Sahibs,  the 
Protectors  of  the  Poor,  who  by  their  irrigation  system  had 
been  the  means  of  saving  millions  of  Pooran's  fellow 
countrymen  from  being  victims  of  famine.  Had  Pooran 
any  feeling  of  gratitude  towards  the  white  Lord  Sahibs  ? 
None  whatever  !  He  only  cursed  them  for  not  carrying 
out  the  same  schemes  in  the  part  of  the  country  where  he 
now  found  himself.  His  gratitude  was  to  cheat  the  Lord 
Sahibs  whenever  he  could  :  they  were  in  India  to  be  cheated. 
Pooran's  wife's  aunt  had  fallen  ill,  so  the  grass-cutter  had 
migrated  from  the  Military  Station,  where  he  had  cut  grass 
and  sold  it  to  the  Sahib's  syces  to  pursue  a  livelihood  in  the 
old  woman's  neighbourhood,  with  the  view  of  coming 
eventually  into  possession  of  her  thatched  hut,  a  tiny  field 
sown  with  linseed,  a  mango  tree,  and  a  half-starved  cow — 
untold  riches  to  Pooran. 

But  the  old  woman  recovered  from  her  illness,  and 
Pooran  fell  upon  lean  days,  and  had  at  length  to  sell  his 
ass  to  buy  flour  and  ghee  to  keep  body  and  soul  alive. 

Some  one  threw  a  fresh  handful  of  fuel  upon  the  fire. 
Another  spoke,  a  youth,  impetuously : 

"  And  the  god  Tagdis,  0  venerable  and  holy  man,  did 
he  place  all  the  jewels  in  the  wasteful  hands  of  Gannesha  ? 
Were  none  left  to  crown  Kali's  brow  ?  "  the  questioner 
demanded.  "  And  tell  me  where  dwells  this  Kali,  Queen 
of  Paradise,  she  who  possessed  the  gems  of  the  earth  ?  " 

Mirza  Singh's  eyes  held  the  fire's  glow.  The  youth  was 
silenced  by  a  growl  of  resentment  from  the  circle. 

"  Who  art  thou  to  raise  thy  voice  in  the  council  of  men  ? 
Go,  Doda,  and  help  thy  mother  milk  the  milch  cow  ;  thou 
art  not  old  enough  to  be  so  far  from  the  shelter  of  thy 
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mother's  arms.  Go,  hold  on  to  her  saree,"  was  the  taunting 
remark  of  a  man  squatting  next  him.  Doda  instantly 
drew  back  from  the  fire,  abashed  at  the  rebuke  his 
impetuosity  had  called  down  upon  his  own  head. 

Mirza  Singh,  after  a  lengthy  pause  in  which  the  hookah 
was  passed  from  lip  to  lip,  continued  speaking  : 

"  Thou  wouldst  have  me  tell  of  the  secret  of  Kali's  jewels, 
of  the  gems  which  the  god  Tagdis  did  not  pass  into 
Gannesha's  keeping  ?  " 

A  grunt  of  assent  came  from  the  circle  of  listeners. 

"  Thou  wouldst  hear  of  the  city  and  dwelling-place  of 
the  goddess,  the  city  of  Kali's  Jewels,  and  the  fate  which 
befell  it  ?  " 

He  paused  and  stretched  his  lean,  brown  hands  towards 
the  fire. 

Behind  the  group  the  dark  and  gloomy  Terai  stretched 
away  to  the  north  to  where  the  snowy  ridges  of  the  Him- 
alayas cut  the  sky.  A  dark  and  forbidding  forest  of 
marshes,  constantly  fed  with  deluges  of  water  from  the 
mountain  torrents,  a  forest  of  luxurious,  tangled  under- 
growth, creating  an  atmosphere  giving  forth  a  deadly 
poison  from  its  marshes  and  poisonous  vegetation. 

"  Then  listen,  all  ye  whose  ears  hunger  for  the  words  of 
knowledge,  and  take  heed  ye  whose  palms  itch  to  hold  the 
priceless  jewels  of  the  goddess.  For  I  would  warn  ye  that 
to  possess  them,  to  have  them  in  your  keeping,  brings,  to 
many,  tribulation  and  sorrow,  and  their  path  may  become 
beset  with  numerous  pitfalls.  For  some  it  were  better  for 
them  to  have  sandlewood  and  akashatas  placed  upon  their 
foreheads  and  the  garlands  of  death  about  the  neck,  to 
fill  the  mouth  with  betel-nut  and  adorn  the  body  in  rich 
garments  and  jewels  for  burial.  To  others  their  rice 
shall  be  full  of  grit,  their  house  unswept,  and  their  charpoy 
filled  with  stones,  so  that  sleep,  hovering  overhead,  descends 
not  to  close  the  eyelids." 

Mirza  Singh  paused,  while  his  eyes  ran  swiftly  round  the 
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circle  of  eager  faces.  The  firelight  softened  the  evil 
countenances  of  some  and  gave  character  to  others. 

There  was  the  fat  and  prosperous-looking  Mali  Dutt,  the 
bunnia  (shopkeeper)  in  the  neighbouring  village  whose  gift 
(a  pinch  of  salt  to  each  customer,  placed  on  the  leaf  with 
the  butter  they  had  purchased),  had  bound  them  to  him 
eternally.  "  Thou  hast  eaten  my  salt  "  was  an  unwritten 
law  which  none  had  the  courage  to  break.  By  these  means 
Mali  Dutt  had  grown  fat  and  prosperous,  he  possessed  a 
well-built  mud  house,  many  brass  cooking  vessels,  a  mango 
grove,  fields  of  Unseed,  and  a  herd  of  cattle.  As  he  listened 
to  Mirza  Singh  his  shifty,  dark  eyes  narrowed  covetously, 
for,  although  his  wallet  was  full  to  overflowing,  his  fat, 
bejewelled  fingers  ached  to  handle  the  jewels  bazaar  gossip 
had  said  were  to  be  found  in  the  keeping  of  the  Red  Goddess 
in  the  city  of  Kali's  Jewels.  If  one  could  only  lay  hands 
upon  them.  .  .  . 

To  Kara  Bader,  the  lame  shikari,  a  good  hunter,  lean  and 
supple,  the  adventure  appealed,  not  that  he  cared  for  jewels, 
although  a  handsome  pigeon-blood  ruby  would  look  well 
gracing  his  wife's  cheek  and  thus  make  her  the  most  envied 
woman  in  the  village.  But  Mirza  Singh  was  speaking,  and 
all  eyes  were  turned  upon  him. 

"  Thou  wouldst  have  me  tell  the  story  concerning  the 
all-powerful  goddess,  the  Red  Kali,  Queen  of  Heaven,  and 
of  the  jewels  which  still  adorn  her  brow.  Thou  wouldst 
have  me  tell  where  her  city  lies  buried  in  the  heart  of  the 
Terai,  the  city  of  Kali's  Jewels.  Thou  wouldst  hear  of  the 
fate  which  befell  the  city  and  its  ruler,  Nanna  Singh,  and 
his  subjects  ?  " 

A  monkey  chattered  shrilly,  the  animal  was  silenced  by  a 
well-aimed  blow  from  a  piece  of  charred  wood.  Kara 
Bader,  the  shikari,  was  quick  of  thought  and  action,  as 
befitted  his  calling. 

At  a  sign  from  Mali  Dutt  the  bunnia,  Mirza  Singh 
continued  : 
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"  Listen  then  to  the  story  of  the  ill-fated  city  and  its 
unwise  king,  and  store  well  in  your  minds  the  fate  which 
overtook  the  inhabitants  of  this  forest  city.  And  bear  in 
mind  that  the  evil  which  befell  the  city  came  not  because 
Nanna  Singh  its  ruler  forgot  the  vengeful  power  of  the  Red 
Goddess,  but  because  in  his  vanity  of  heart  his  soul  became 
obsessed  with  the  desire  for  her  jewels. 

"  In  his  unholy  greed  he  neglected  the  good  counsels  of 
his  advisers.  He  allowed  his  subjects  to  take  no  heed  of 
the  warning  of  the  holy  Brahmin.  He  refused  to  take 
warning  from  the  voice  of  nature.  And  because  of  his 
foolishness  and  wicked  rule  destruction  overtook  his 
kingdom,  his  people  became  outcasts  and  his  city  became 
a  place  of  desolation  in  which  no  man  could  dwell."  Mirza 
Singh  took  the  hookah  from  Mali  Dutt,  so  for  a  few  moments 
there  was  silence. 

"  Thou  wouldst  have  me  tell  of  how  it  came  about  that 
Nanna  Singh  became  ruler  of  a  city  built  in  the  heart  of 
the  deadly  Terai,  where  no  man  can  live  for  a  long  period  ? 
It  came  about  thus  : 

"  Nanna  Singh's  grandfather  vowed  that  he  would  build 
a  city  sacred  to  the  Red  Kali's  Jewels  in  the  gloomy 
Te'rai,"  continued  Mirza  Singh,  passing  the  hookah  to  his 
neighbour.  "  Thus  he  decided  to  make  his  kingdom 
therein.  At  first  he  had  to  fight  the  poisonous  atmosphere 
and  reclaim  the  land  from  the  marshes.  His  subjects  had 
followed  their  ruler  into  the  Terai  to  help  build  the  city, 
and  were  prepared  to  do  his  wish,  whatever  his  desire 
might  be.  The  king  decided  to  have  canals  and  dykes  dug, 
to  drain  the  land,  and  clear  the  jungle  vegetation.  Thus, 
after  great  toil  and  privation,  much  of  the  marshland  was 
reclaimed,  upon  which  the  king  decided  to  build  the  city 
dedicated  to  the  goddess's  jewels.  And  so,  patience 
rewarded,  there  rose  after  many  years  of  toil  a  magnificent 
city  in  the  heart  of  the  deadly  Te'rai,  wherein  no  man  had 
ever  dared  to  erect  a  city  before. 
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"  Instead  of  the  impenetrable  jungle,  without  its  walls 
fertile  cultivation  and  fields  abounded,  fields  of  maize, 
millet,  and  linseed,  orchards  and  gardens,  while  herds  of 
cattle  and  buffaloes  grazed  peacefully  in  rich  pasture-land. 

"  But  to  keep  this  city  and  its  adjacent  land  was  a 
constant  anxiety  to  its  ruler,  for,  if  the  canals  and  dykes 
were  neglected,  the  jungle  instantly  began  to  reclaim  its 
own,  and  inch  by  inch  and  hour  by  hour  it  would  quickly 
encroach  upon  the  work  of  man  till  the  toil  and  forethought 
of  the  wise  Attar  Singh  would  have  been  in  vain. 

"  Brothers,  to  ward  against  this  evil  Attar  Singh  of  the 
great  heart  erected  a  tower.  Hd !  It  was  an  ingenious 
thought  of  the  great  Attar  Singh,  who  was  wise  among  his 
fellows.  The  tower  was  built  at  the  upper  end  of  the 
valley  and  stood  at  the  opening  of  the  principal  canal. 
And  in  it  Attar  Singh  had  hung  a  great  bronze  bell.  Hd  ! 
It  was  a  great  bell,  the  mechanism  of  which  at  the  rising 
of  the  waters  set  the  bell  tolling,  so  warning  the  good  people 
of  the  city  of  Kali's  Jewels  that  they  had  neglected  to  keep 
their  dykes  and  canals  clear  of  poisonous  vegetation  and 
that  this  vegetation  was  choking  the  canals,  and  soon  the 
water  draining  from  the  marshes  beyond  their  territory 
would  flood  their  canals  and,  if  they  did  not  take  the  warn- 
ing to  heart  and  instantly  set  to  work  to  clear  their  water- 
ways, their  city  would  be  flooded  and  they  themselves 
destroyed. 

"  The  good  people  of  the  city  of  Kali's  Jewels  took  heed 
of  the  note  of  the  warning  bell,  their  canals  and  dykes  were 
kept  cleared,  and  so  they  waxed  strong  and  their  city 
flourished  till  the  old  king  died  and  his  grandson,  Nanna 
Singh,  reigned  in  his  stead,  who,  instead  of  having  his  people 
and  their  city's  welfare  at  heart,  loved  only  the  glitter  and 
glamour  of  wealth  and  lived  solely  for  pleasure." 

"  Who. !  "  broke  in  Kara  Bader  the  shikari.  "  Thy 
words  are  true,  0  holy  man.  My  wife's  nephew  has 
travelled  much  in  the  Terai — as  far  as  man  may — with  much 
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courage  and  with  the  strength  of  Siva.  I  have  heard  tell 
how  once  he  had  lost  his  way  and  was  forced  to  seek  a 
lodging  for  the  night  in  a  sacred  fig-tree.  It  was  the  season 
of  the  melting  of  the  snows  on  the  mighty  Himalayas, 
which  makes  the  water  in  the  marshes  to  rise.  He  slept 
ill,  for  the  concert  made  by  the  wild  beasts  in  their  feasts, 
the  trumpeting  of  an  elephant  who  had  wandered  from  the 
herd  and  was  being  pursued  by  a  janwar  (tiger),  and  the 
uprooting  of  trees  in  the  animal's  headlong  flight  was 
anything  but  conducive  to  sleep  ;  but  at  length  he  fell  into 
a  doze,  from  which  he  was  awakened  by  the  deep  tolling 
of  a  bell. 

"  Hd  Ji !  "  continued  the  shikari  "  the  sound  was  more 
terrible  to  my  nephew's  ears  than  the  roaring  of  all  the 
janwars  in  the  Teral  put  together.  The  golden  light  of 
dawn  was  just  striking  the  tree-tops,  the  uproar  of  the  night 
was  gone,  the  janwars  had  departed  silently  to  their  dens. 
My  wife's  nephew,  overcome  with  terror,  descended  hastily 
to  the  ground  and  ran  with  all  haste  to  his  village.  There 
he  and  his  wife  and  all  his  family  hastened  to  do  puja  to 
the  immortal  Siva,  for  my  wife's  nephew  and  his  family 
believed  the  bell-notes  to  be  the  calling  of  an  evil  spirit. 
So  they  took  offerings  to  Siva  to  protect  them  from  witch- 
craft." 

Pooran  the  grass-cutter,  squatting  on  his  heels,  reached 
out  for  a  handful  of  dried  grass  and  leaves  and  threw  them 
upon  the  smouldering  fire,  and  instantly  a  tongue  of  fire 
shot  up  out  of  the  smoking  embers.  Its  light  showed  the 
eager  eyes  turned  upon  Kara  Bader,  the  lame  porter.  Into 
Pooran 's  narrow  eyes  there  leaped  a  cunning,  avaricious 
gleam.  He  had  no  fear  of  evil  spirits,  but  he  would  ask 
Siva  to  protect  him  ;  he  knew  where  Kara  Bader's  wife's 
nephew  lived.  Somewhere  in  that  direction,  he  argued,  and 
not  far  from  the  latter's  house  in  the  great  Terai,  lay  the  city 
of  Kali's  Jewels,  for  a  day's  journey  was  as  nothing  in  so 
vast  a  forest.  Kara  Bader's  wife's  nephew  had  only  been 
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a  day's  journey  from  his  home  when  he  had  been  awakened 
from  his  sleep  in  the  fork  of  the  sacred  fig-tree  by  the 
tolling  of  a  bell.  The  bell  betrayed  the  whereabouts  of  the 
sacred  city  in  which  the  Red  Goddess  dwelt.  And  the 
jewels  were  there  embedded  in  the  marble  crown  of  the 
goddess. 

But  Mirza  Singh,  the  holy  man,  the  fakir  of  the  Terai, 
was  speaking,  and  Pooran's  ears  were  eager  for  each  word 
that  fell  from  the  old  man's  lips.  Others  besides  Pooran 
the  grass-cutter  were  eager  for  Mirza  Singh  to  proceed,  for 
here  was  proof  positive  that  for  once  bazaar  gossip  was  true. 
That  in  the  heart  of  the  gloomy  Terai  was  a  city  dedicated 
to  Kali's  Jewels,  and  in  that  city  the  Red  Goddess  reigned 
supreme,  and  that  embedded  in  her  marble  crown  were 
jewels  worth  a  king's  ransom  was  true.  Had  not  Kara 
Bader's  wife's  nephew  verified  bazaar  gossip,  for  had  he  not 
by  hearing  the  tolling  of  the  bell  proved  the  authenticity 
of  the  holy  man's  story  ?  For  although  he  was  a  holy  man 
and  reverenced  all  over  the  country,  yet  proof  was  pleasant, 
and  here  it  had  come  to  hand  in  the  person  and  word  of 
Kara  Bader's  nephew.  And  where  the  bell  tower  was, 
there  was  the  city.  And  in  the  city,  although  but  a  ruin, 
the  Red  Goddess  reigned,  and  in  Kali's  crown  were  the 
jewels — crystals,  opals,  and  rubies. 

"  Hd !  "  No  wonder  palms  itched  and  fingers  worked 
to  finger  these  gems  that  were  worth  a  king's  ransom. 

For  although  the  Red  Kali  reigned  over  the  ruins,  who 
would  pay  homage  and  treat  as  sacred  a  goddess,  however 
terrible,  who  had  nought  but  empty  palaces  and  silent 
bazaars  to  do  puja  to  her  ? 

But  there  was  the  awful  awe-inspiring  Te"rai  to  face,  and 
bold  hearts  quavered.  Mali  Dutt  the  bunnia  (shopkeeper) 
could  pay  well ;  he,  therefore,  took  swift  stock  of  his  fellow- 
listeners,  and  by  the  time  he  had  finished  he  knew  to  an 
anna  their  price. 

"  If  the  people  of  the  city  of  Kali's  Jewels  took  no  heed  of 
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the  warning  bell,  then,  in  the  words  of  Attar  Singh,  their 
wise  rider,  the  city  of  Kali's  Jewels  would  cease  to  exist." 
The  low  tones  of  the  old  fakir's  voice  broke  upon  his 
audience  as  the  warning  words  of  Fate.  For  each  and  all 
pictured  instantly  the  destruction  of  his  own  village  and 
the  disgrace  that  would  fall  upon  the  deserted  gods  if  they 
desecrated  the  authority  of  the  Red  Goddess.  An  audible 
murmur  ran  round  the  circle. 

"  And  was  it  because  the  people  of  the  city  of  Kali's 
Jewels  heeded  not  the  warning  bell  that  the  city  is  deserted 
and  Kali  the  Red  Goddess  reigns  alone,  O  venerable 
father  ?  "  broke  in  the  impetuous  youth  Doda.  "  Or  is 
the  tale  bazaar  gossip,  and  the  story  of  the  bell-tolling 
that  Kara  Bader  tells  us  his  wife's  nephew  heard  but  the 
yelping  of  a  jackal's  pup  who  loves  to  be  heard  in  the 
councils  of  men  ?  " 

Kara  Bader  rose  to  expostulate,  but  Mirza  Singh  bade 
him  be  seated. 

"  May  Siva  twist  my  joints  if  I  speak  falsely."  He 
refrained  from  answering  the  youth's  impetuous  question- 
ing, but,  addressed  himself  to  Mali  Dutt,  the  bunnia 
(shopkeeper)  and  principal  man  of  the  village. 

"  The  grandson,  Nanna  Singh,  who  ruled  in  the  wise 
Attar  Singh's  place,  forgot  swiftly  his  grandsire's  warning, 
and  encouraged  his  people  to  a  life  of  much  feasting  and 
dancing.  '  To-day  we  live,  to-morrow  is  with  the  gods, 
therefore  let  us  make  merry  in  the  hours  we  know,'  was  the 
advice  he  gave  to  his  people  ;  and  to  make  greater  feasts  his 
heart  began  to  urge  him  to  take  for  himself  the  jewels  which 
adorned  the  crown  of  the  dread  goddess. 

"  Nanna  Singh  forgot  all  else  but  his  desire  to  possess 
the  jewels.  He  and  his  people  neglected  those  jewels  that 
were  theirs  for  the  asking  :  the  joy  of  labour  rewarded, 
honesty  of  purpose,  and  loyalty  to  one's  fellows — these  are 
the  priceless  gems  which,  once  a  man  possesses,  none  can 
deprive  him  of ;  for  his  cup  of  happiness  will  be  full. 


58  Kali's  Jewels 


"  And  thus,  while  Nanna  Singh  and  his  people  danced 
and  kept  feast,  despising  honest  toil,  seeking  only  the 
pleasures  of  life,  their  deadly  enemy,  the  forest,  stealthily 
began  to  reclaim  its  own. 

"  Venomous  plants  of  the  jungle  vegetation  slowly 
blocked  up  the  mouth  of  both  dyke  and  canal,  and  a 
poisonous  atmosphere  slowly  impregnated  the  air ;  fever 
claimed  many  of  the  inhabitants,  but  still  the  king  and  his 
courtiers  and  his  people  made  merry." 

Mirza  Singh's  eyes  studied  the  circle  of  dark  faces  as  they 
were  turned  eagerly  towards  him. 

"  Then  came  the  melting  of  the  snows,  and  the  torrents 
flowed  from  the  glaciers  from  the  heights  of  the  mighty 
Himalayas,  flooding  the  country  and  swelling  the  water 
in  the  marshes  of  the  dread  Terai.  The  mouths  of  the 
canals  and  dykes  draining  the  city  of  Kali's  Jewels  being 
choked  up,  the  waters  steadily  rose  till  at  length  they 
reached  the  tower  wherein  hung  the  mighty  bell,  the 
tolling  of  which  was  to  foretell  the  ruin  of  the  city  of  Kali's 
Jewels.  But  still  Nanna  Singh  and  his  people  feasted  and 
vied  with  one  another  in  extravagance  and  display.  The 
bazaars  hummed  with  the  life  of  those  who  bought  and 
those  who  sold  ;  the  stalls  and  booths  were  gay  with  the 
merchandise,  also  the  Nats  and  snake  charmers,  wrestlers 
and  jugglers,  gave  performances ;  the  holy  fakirs  were  there 
— all  living  in  the  pleasure  of  the  moment. 

"  Meanwhile,  Nanna  Singh,  in  the  seclusion  of  his  marble 
palace,  plotted  and  planned  to  rob  the  Red  Kali  of  her 
jewels.  So  far  he  had  not  dared  to  insult  the  goddess,  for 
her  priests  were  strong  and  ever  vigilant.  But  Nanna 
Singh  hoped  to  force  the  faithful  Brahmins  to  do  his 
will. 

"  The  note  of  the  warning  bell  rang  out  suddenly  upon 
the  noonday  air — the  warning  bell  which  the  wise  Attar 
Singh  had  erected  at  the  mouth  of  the  canal  to  carry  out 
its  set  purpose. 
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"  The  people  in  the  bazaars  crowded  together  in  terror, 
and  in  the  narrow  cobbled  streets,  while  some  ran  and 
prostrated  themselves  at  the  feet  of  the  goddess,  calling 
upon  her  to  save  them,  for  too  late  they  saw  from  the  wall 
of  the  city  the  waters  rising  ;  they  saw  it  spread  across  their 
fields  of  grain,  they  saw  the  destruction  of  their  cattle. 
They  also  saw  that  one  road,  one  which  ran  along  higher 
ground,  was  the  only  possible  way  upon  which  they  could 
fly  to  safety,  and  upon  this  road  the  inhabitants  of  the 
ill-fated  city  of  Kali's  Jewels  fled  in  terror. 

"  Nanna  Singh's  heart  was  filled  with  fear,  for  to  him  the 
destruction  of  his  city  came  as  a  punishment  for  his  insult 
to  the  all-powerful  Kali,  and  so  great  was  his  terror  and 
remorse  that  he  flung  himself  into  the  floods,  which  were 
slowly  encircling  his  palace,  and  was  drowned." 

An  intense  silence  followed  Mirza  Singh's  last  sentence, 
which  was  broken  at  length  by  the  old  man,  after  a  short 
pause,  continuing  his  narrative. 

"  Sunna  I  (listen).  From  that  day  the  city  became  an 
accursed  spot  wherein  the  Red  Goddess,  the  Queen  of 
Paradise,  Goddess  of  Death  and  daughter  of  the  Sacred 
Ganges  reigns  alone.  A  city  in  which  no  man  dares  to 
place  his  foot,  lest  black  death  shall  overtake  him,  and  his 
face  be  seen  no  more  among  men." 

"  O  teller  of  great  tales,  canst  tell  what  has  become  of 
the  great  city  and  of  the  Red  Kali  and  the  jewels  ?  Are 
they  still  there,  in  the  ivory  crown  of  the  Goddess  of  Death  ? 
Tell  us,  I  pray  thee." 

The  speaker  had  not  spoken  before,  but  had  kept  rather 
in  the  shadow,  a  silent  listener.  The  man  was  a  stranger  ; 
he  had  come,  so  he  had  said,  from  Derepoor,  the  city  in  one 
of  the  enchanted  valleys  of  the  mighty  Himalayas,  the 
walls  of  which  were  washed  by  the  deep-flowing  Sutledj. 
The  stranger's  name  was  Chita  Chup  (silent  tiger)  and 
Mirza  Singh  had  not  failed  to  notice  him. 

"  With  the  change  of  season  the  waters  receded,  O  silent 
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one,  and  left  the  sacred  city  much  as  it  had  been  before, 
except  that  silence  now  reigns  where  once  her  palaces  and 
courtyards,  streets  and  bazaars,  were  filled  with  the  laughter 
of  men  and  women  and  the  shrill  voices  of  the  children  at 
play.  The  Red  Goddess  still  keeps  guard  over  the  city." 
His  eyes  were  fixed  upon  the  stranger.  "  And  the  jewels 
are  still  in  her  crown  :  Crystals  of  water,  Opals  of  fire,  and 
Rubies  of  blood." 

The  fire  had  died  down,  only  a  deep  red  glow  lay 
embedded  in  the  ashes.  Again  the  cur's  howl  hung 
hauntingly  upon  the  night  air. 

Pooran  the  grass-cutter  rose  silently  to  his  feet  and  slunk 
away  ;  to  him  the  animal's  howl  was  full  of  evil  forebodings. 
Mali  Dutt,  the  bunnia  (shopkeeper)  rose  stiffly  because  of 
his  great  bulk,  he  salaamed  to  Mirza  Singh,  muttering  about 
the  lateness  of  the  hour,  and  took  his  leave,  but  the  lame 
shikari,  Kara  Bader,  remained  squatting  upon  his  heels, 
casting  suspicious  glances  at  Chita  Chup,  the  stranger. 
The  lad,  Doda,  remained  also  ;  he  had  been  to  collect  more 
grass  and  dried  twigs. 

"  Hd  Ji  I  "  said  Mirza  Singh,  his  eyes  still  fixed  upon  the 
stranger,  "  What  would  ye  have  me  tell  ?  " 

"  The  secret,  O  holy  man,"  was  the  Chita  Chup's  reply. 

The  old  fakir  laughed  shrewdly.  "  How  doth  thou  not 
know  that  it  is  a  shepherd's1  tale  thou  hast  been  listening 
to?" 

The  stranger  shook  his  head. 

"  The  words  of  Mirza  Singh  are  not  the  tales  of  a  wander- 
ing shepherd,  O  holy  man."  His  dark  eyes  held  the 
fakir's  in  the  intensity  of  their  gaze. 

"  And  my  reward  ?  "  Mirza  Singh  took  the  hookah 
from  the  lame  shikari's  hand. 

"  Half  the  treasure,  O  holy  man,  I  swear  it,  upon  the  head 
of  my  grandmother's  first-born.  May  black  leprosy  devour 

1  Shepherds  very  often  tell  tales  for  a  livelihood.  These  stories  are 
looked  upon  with  incredulity. 
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my  bones  if  I  keep  not  my  promise."    He  turned  to  the 
lame  shikari  for  a  witness. 

"  Aho,  A  ho,  Hd  Ji  I  I  swear  it,"  he  leaned  eagerly 
towards  the  fakir,  his  small  aquiline  features  in  clear-cut 
relief  against  the  glare  of  the  fire.  Mirza  Singh  chuckled 
in  his  beard  and  the  smouldering  fire  burst  into  a  tongue 
of  flame.  The  wind  moaned  through  the  boughs  in  the 
trees  overhead,  the  dried  leaves  rustled  restlessly.  The 
silver  moon  rose  slowly  above  the  dark  belt  of  forest,  her 
beams  flooded  the  land  with  light. 


CHAPTER  V 

THE  moon's  silvery  rays  stole  swiftly  across  the  tall  tree- 
tops  till,  penetrating  the  dense  foliage  of  the  forest,  they 
fell  in  pools  of  startling  brilliancy  upon  the  open  grass- 
covered  glades.  The  rays  shone  down  through  the  arching 
boughs  of  the  ancient  fig-tree  and  threw  a  trellis-work 
pattern  of  the  dainty  branches  of  the  bubal-tree,  the  feathery 
bamboos,  and  the  wreaths  of  tangled  creeper,  upon  the 
carpet  of  moss  at  their  feet.  The  white  blossom  of  the 
lofty  coos/t-trees  glistened  purely  in  the  enthralling  light, 
enhancing  the  delicate  phantasy  of  the  enchanted  forest. 

The  moonbeams  stole  on  ;  they  fell  upon  silent  pools 
wherein  the  sacred  lotus  with  outspread  leaves  floated, 
and  the  golden  iris  stood  guard,  on  to  where  the  gorgeously- 
hued  orchids  flaunted  their  corolla,  gems  unseen.  But  the 
beams  penetrated  still  further  across  the  marshland  and 
deadly  swamp  to  where  the  trees  fell  away  and  only  jungle 
undergrowth  struggled  to  hide  the  walls  and  palaces  of  a 
ruined  city. 

The  mistress  of  the  night  rode  high  now  in  the  opal- 
tinted  sky ;  her  flushed  countenance  foretold  the  coming 
day  would  be  but  a  repetition  of  those  many  heat-laden 
days  which  had  preceded  it.  The  moon's  brilliancy  denied 
exhausted  humanity  the  restful  pall  of  darkness,  but  the 
deserted  city  cared  neither  for  the  sun's  fierce  rays  or  the 
moon's  brazen  glory,  for  within  its  ruined  walls  there  were 
nothing  human  to  dispute  their  sway. 

Not  a  sound  disturbed  the  sacred  silence  of  the  ghostly 
temple  and  echoed  through  the  courtyards  and  terrace  of 
the  marble  palaces.  The  hum  of  life  had  long  since  fled 
from  the  long,  low-roofed  bazaars.  The  tiny  booths  were 
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choked  with  weeds.  The  suave  merchant  who  had  bartered 
his  merchandise  with  plausible  tongue  extolling  his  wares — 
silk  from  the  Punjaub  and  jewels  from  Peshawar — had 
long  since  secured  his  most  precious  treasures  in  their  huge 
white  bundles  and  taken  his  departure. 

The  once  imposing  gateways  were  choked  with  fallen 
masonry,  while  the  road  leading  from  the  heart  of  the  city 
to  the  outer  world  was  irretrievably  lost  in  the  tangled 
undergrowth  of  the  ever-encroaching  jungle. 

Festoons  of  flowering  creeper  draped  the  broken  pillars 
or  curtained  the  gaping  wounds  in  the  palace  walls.  The 
streets  were  grass-grown.  The  marble  tank  surrounding 
the  temple  lay  thick  with  lily  leaves,  whose  blossoms,  like 
flakes  of  snow,  floated  upon  the  surface  of  the  water  in  the 
moonlight,  filled  the  air  with  their  stringent  perfume. 

In  the  midst  of  this  ruin  and  desolation  stood  the  temple 
of  Kali's  Jewels.  There,  in  sullen  majesty,  with  arms 
upraised,  not  in  blessing  but  in  vengeance,  sat  the  Red 
Goddess,  Kali,  she  who  meted  out  disease  and  destruction 
upon  the  disobedient  and  who  caused  the  steps  of  her 
altars  to  run  red  with  the  blood  of  the  sacrifice. 

Wild  creepers  had  thrown  their  tendrils  over  the  crouch- 
ing lion  upon  which  her  feet  rested.  The  creepers,  too, 
entwined  the  column  and  traced  a  delicate  lattice-work  of 
leaves  upon  the  red  pavement  of  her  throne.  The  heavy, 
flaunting  blossom  hung  in  clusters  above  the  Red  Goddess, 
the  tendrils  played  at  hide-and-seek  in  the  human  skulls 
which  formed  a  halo  above  her  head. 

Incased  in  the  marble  of  her  brow  were  set  gems,  jewels 
that  seemed  to  twinkle  with  malicious  delight  through  the 
dust  of  years,  upon  the  failure  of  man's  handiwork. 

These  jewels  were  crystals  of  sparkling  purity,  opals 
consumed  with  the  fire  of  everlasting  vengeance,  and  rubies 
that  were  filled  with  the  blood  of  the  wild  pigeon. 

Thus  sat  the  Red  Kali,  with  scowling  brows  and  eyes  of 
wrath,  gazing  out  upon  the  placid  bosom  of  the  lake  to 
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where  the  warning  tower,  built  by  the  wise  king  Attar  Singh, 
stood  sentinel  at  the  head  of  the  weed-choked  canal. 

In  the  Red  Goddess's  ten  hands  were  held  weapons  of 
destruction,  a  forbidding  spectacle  for  those  who  would 
summon  up  their  courage  to  set  the  alien  foot  within  her 
domain,  or  try  with  desecrating  fingers  to  wrench  from  her 
keeping  the  jewels  that  adorned  her  brow. 

The  Red  Goddess  had  a  stronger  ally  than  her  arms  of 
steel ;  the  poisonous  atmosphere  of  the  Terai  was  her  most 
vital  weapon  against  intrusion. 

The  moon  dipped  slowly  and  serenely  behind  the  long 
ridge  of  snow-clad  peaks,  the  shadows  held  in  check  by 
her  brilliant,  penetrating  powers,  stole  softly  across  the 
shimmering  mirror-like  surface  of  the  lake  ;  they  swiftly 
enveloped  the  city,  throwing  their  curtain  of  darkness  over 
her  deserted  streets  and  ruined  walls,  completely  blotting 
out  the  forbidding  countenance  of  the  Red  Goddess  and 
successfully  extinguishing  the  thousand  sparkling  lights  in 
her  jewels. 


CHAPTER  VI 

"  NANCY  DANE,  you  are  a  wasted  soul !  " 

The  speaker's  eyes  were  indolently  watching  the  lazy 
curl  of  smoke  rising  from  the  cigarette  which  she  held 
between  her  fingers — pretty,  tapery  things  disfigured  by 
the  ugly  yellow  stain  which  comes  of  so  much  contact  with 
cigarette-smoking.  The  speaker's  eyes,  after  a  lengthy 
gaze,  left  the  curling  smoke  and  rested  resentfully  upon  the 
other  woman's  pale,  downcast  countenance  ;  the  young 
voice  was  shrill  in  its  denunciation  and  imperativeness, 
yet  musical  with  its  clear,  bell-like  intonation. 

"  In  what  way  will  the  world  or  humanity  in  general  be 
enriched  by  the  saving  of  such  men  as  your  husband  ?  " 
The  tone  was  emphatic,  the  eyes  of  the  speaker  glistened 
with  the  untried  indignation  of  youth.  "  And  don't  pat 
yourself  on  the  back  with  the  idea  that  through  your 
sacrifices  you  can  save  him,  for  I  know  you  cannot.  So 
why  not  be  sensible  and  save  a  soul  ?  " 

"  Whose  soul  ?  "  The  question  was  asked  in  a  disinter- 
ested tone,  but  at  the  same  time  Nancy  Dane  knew  it  was 
best  to  let  the  latter  babble  on.  She  was  used  to  these 
discussions,  and  no  argument  on  her  part  made  them  any 
less  frequent,  so  she  tolerated  them.  Fenella  was  out  of 
mischief  when  she  talked  incessantly,  but  her  silences 
Nancy  dreaded,  for  they  usually  were  the  forerunner  of 
something  crucial,  which  she  would  have  to  rouse  herself 
and  take  note  of  so  as  to  battle  with  successfully  and  to 
repress. 

"  Whose  soul,  indeed,  you  may  well  ask."  The  tone  was 
vital  in  its  intensity.  "  Why,  your  own,  of  course.  Con- 
stantly bringing  oneself  in  contact  with  evil  is  sure  to  have 
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evil  effects  on  the  good  in  one.  It  may  be  successful  in 
the  case  where,  beneath  the  crust,  hidden  away  deep  down 
in  the  soul,  there  is  a  tiny  shred  of  good.  Then  I  grant  you 
that  the  good  will  eventually  bring  to  light  that  shred. 
But  when  it's  a  case  of  bad  right  throughout — rotten  to  the 
core — the  consequences  are  two  to  one  against  the  good  ; 
not  only  that,  but  the  good  in  you  will  suffer.  You  cannot 
play  with  pitch  without  getting  the  tar  to  stick  to  your  own 
fingers  in  the  end,  my  dear  Nancy."  The  speaker  paused, 
then  continued  rapidly :  "In  what  way  is  the  world 
enriched  by  the  saving  of  such  men  as  Eric?  Mind,  I 
am  not  implying  that  you  can  save  him,  but  for  argument's 
sake,  answer  me  that."  The  voice  dropped.  "  Let  him 
go.  You  have  everything  to  lose  by  hanging  on  to  him, 
and  everything  to  gain  by  letting  him  go." 

"  Fenella,  how  can  you  argue  thus  ?  I  do  not  understand 
what  you  mean,"  Mrs.  Dane  replied,  to  gain  time. 

"  My  dear  woman,  you  know  perfectly  well  what  I 
mean.  For  all  your  struggle  to  bear  with  him  and  lead 
him  is  of  no  avail,  he  has  no  sense  of  gratitude.  But  what 
I  do  know  is  this  :  this  constant  sacrifice  of  self  upon  your 
part  will  wear  you  out.  I  know  you  keep  Eric's  books. 
I  know  how  you  straighten  out  the  curves  and  twists  in 
his  underhand  way  of  doing  business.  It  is  your  brain 
working  constantly  through  his  that  keeps  his  job  still 
open  for  him.  It  is  you  who  are  building  up  his  future 
for  him,  working  day  and  night  to  gain  time  so  that  he  may 
right  himself,  and  secure  for  him  a  comfortable  old  age. 
You  will  die  ;  the  struggle  will  kill  you.  The  sacrifice  will 
be  all  yours,  the  fruits  of  harvest  of  your  self-abasement,  his. 
He'll  marry  again  and  fall  instantly  back  to  his  former  state  ; 
in  fact,  he'll  be  worse,  for  reaction  plays  the  very  devil  with 
a  character  such  as  his.  '  For  the  evil  that  man  does 
lives  after  him,  the  good  ofttimes  is  interred  with  his 
bones.'  And  this,  in  the  words  of  our  revered  poet,  is 
your  reward."  The  brutality  in  the  young  voice  held 
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sway  to  the  end.  Fenella  Carlton  spoke  with  the  resigna- 
tion of  tested  convictions. 

"  You  have  purposely  touched  me  on  the  raw,  and  you 
know  I  cannot  retaliate.  It  is  your  childish  wish  to  help 
me.  You  have  purposely  tried  to  sting  me  into  action. 
I  know  you  say  it  solely  through  the  kindness  of  your  heart 
and  your  affection  for  me ;  you  are  sorry  for  me,  and 
conclude  that  I  am  missing  having  a  good  time." 

Mrs.  Dane  paused  ;  her  eyes  were  fixed  with  a  kindly 
forbearance  upon  the  rebellious  young  face  before  her. 

"  What  is  this  '  good  time  '  so  many  people  have  dangled 
before  me,  and  promised,  if  I  shirk  my  duty,  they  can  procure 
for  me  ?  Where  does  life  glide  along  on  oiled  wheels  ?  " 
She  broke  off  suddenly  and,  reaching  forward,  took  one  of 
Fenella 's  hands  and  held  it  tightly  in  her  own. 

"  Don't  you  realise,  or  are  you  one  and  all  so  utterly 
blind  that  you  cannot  see  within  an  inch  of  your  nose,  that 
I  am  working  tooth  and  nail  for  a  good  time — for  the  good 
not  to  be  interred  with  my  bones,  and  also  for  those  oiled 
wheels  you  dangle  so  repeatedly  before  my  eyes  ?  "  Her 
hand  tightened  upon  Fenella's  hand. 

"  Can  you,  and  the  rest  of  the  people  who  are  kind  enough 
to  take  an  interest  in  my  well-being,  show  me  a  better  way 
to  gain  these  rewards  than  by  being  a  helpmate  to  my 
husband  and  by  keeping  my  vows  to  love,  honour  and  obey 
him  ?  These  vows  I  made  from  my  heart ;  will  evil  over- 
take me  because  I  strive  to  keep  them  ?  Tell  me,  if  you  can, 
of  another  way,  and  I  will  tell  you  if  your  way  can  help  me 
to  this  happiness  which,  in  your  kindness  of  heart,  you 
design  for  me."  The  tears  were  near  her  eyes,  but  she  kept 
them  back  bravely.  Fenella  Carlton  must  never  find  a 
weak  spot  in  her  armour.  The  latter  smiled  sarcastically. 

"  You  speak  of  love  and  honour,  my  dear  friend,  do  you 
realise  that  the  man  under  discussion,  your  husband,  has 
forfeited  all  right  to  your  affection  by  his  disgraceful 
conduct." 
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"  Hush  !  You  must  not  speak  so  or  let  your  affection 
for  me  run  away  with  you.  I  cannot  listen  to  you  if  you 
continue  your  argument  in  such  a  strain — it  is  not  fair  to 
me." 

She  released  her  hold  on  Fenella's  hand  and  continued 
her  sewing. 


The  rainy  season  had  come.  Throughout  the  day  rain 
had  literally  poured  down  upon  the  parched  earth  without 
cessation.  Coolies  slunk  along  the  almost  deserted  highways 
or  squatted  upon  their  heels  beneath  the  shelter  of  the 
bungalow  eaves  or  under  a  spreading  peepal-tree.  Their 
only  protection  from  the  inclemency  of  the  weather  was  a 
strip  of  matting  hooding  the  head,  much  in  the  same  fashion 
as  a  coal-bearer  protects  his  head  with  a  sack  when  carrying 
coal. 

The  rain  dripped  from  the  glistening  leaves  into  the 
ever-increasing  pools  in  the  broad  roads  and  paths,  till  at 
length  these  pools  overflowed  and  linked  up  together  in  one 
long  muddy  stream.  The  gutter's  course  had  completely 
disappeared,  and  had  given  place  to  a  miniature  torrent, 
which  swept  ah1  before  it  in  its  headlong  career  to  join  the 
already  swollen  river. 

The  lamplight  from  the  room  in  which  the  two  women 
conversed  shone  with  a  welcome  glow  through  the  mist  of 
rain.  The  glow  touched  the  glistening,  rain-washed  leaves, 
and  made  a  shimmering  light  upon  the  surface  of  the  muddy 
stream.  There  was  a  chill  in  the  air,  and  only  one  long 
French  window  was  flung  open.  The  verandah  was 
deserted — nothing  but  the  familiar  cane  chairs  and  tables 
stood  about — and  wore  a  disconsolate  air.  The  chicks 
had  not  been  drawn,  so  the  interior  of  the  room  was  exposed 
to  view. 

The  room  was  large  and  airy,  the  walls  washed  a  delicate 
shade  of  French  grey.  A  piano  stood  open,  and  a  pile  of 
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music  was  scattered  on  the  cream-coloured  matting  on  the 
floor,  as  if  the  last  occupant  of  the  music-stool,  having 
played  piece  after  piece,  had  tossed  them  discontentedly 
and  carelessly  aside.  The  room  was  full  of  innumerable 
light  cane  chairs  in  which  gay-coloured  cushions  were 
placed  with  a  regard  to  picturesque  untidiness.  Flowers 
were  arranged  in  every  conceivable  corner,  masses  of  roses 
intermingled  with  the  gorgeous  blossoms  of  India's  flora. 

An  old-fashioned  china  lamp,  with  a  shade  of  delicate 
mauve  silk  bearing  tiny  bunches  of  printed  pink  roses, 
together  with  a  silver  cigarette-box  and  a  slender  silver 
vase,  filled  with  Gloire  de  Dijon  roses,  stood  in  the  left- 
hand  corner  of  the  room  on  a  polished  ebony  table.  The 
table's  surface  reflected  the  shaded  lamp,  the  vase  and  the 
silver  box. 

The  room  was  occupied  by  the  two  women  only. 

Nancy  Dane  was  seated  in  a  low  sewing-chair,  a  work- 
basket  of  gay-coloured  Indian  basket-work  open  on  the 
floor  at  her  side.  The  slender  fingers  were  not,  as  one  would 
suppose,  engaged  upon  some  dainty  feminine  confection  : 
the  garment  engrossing  her  attention  was  a  man's  rough 
shooting-coat — the  leather  pad  of  one  of  the  shoulders 
had  become  detached  from  the  drill  cloth.  It  was  not 
pretty  work,  or  necessary  work  for  women's  hands  to 
tackle,  especially  in  India,  where  the  dirzee  is  invariably 
to  be  found  on  every  Mem-sahib's  verandah. 

Her  companion  had  risen  and  now  stood  leaning  over 
the  piano,  resting  on  her  elbows,  her  one  hand  cupping 
her  chin.  Fenella's  blunt  remarks  and  tantalising  argu- 
ment had  brought  a  delicate  flush  to  Nancy's  pale  cheeks 
as  she  bent  over  her  self-imposed  task.  There  was  re- 
signation in  her  every  movement,  as  the  leather,  resisting 
the  needle,  caused  the  latter  to  snap  in  half.  She  took 
a  needle-book  from  the  gay  work-basket  and,  having 
extracted  a  fresh  needle,  slowly  threaded  it ;  her  actions 
seemed  to  give  her  companion  fresh  food  for  annoyance. 
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"  That's  right,  get  another  needle,  thread  it  obediently 
and  go  on  mending  his  beastly  coat."  Her  voice  goaded 
to  exasperation.  "  Where's  Nikoo  ?  I  have  wanted  the 
old  wretch  to  make  up  a  cotton  frock  this  week.  He's  not 
been  near  us  since  early  last  week  ;  not  been  to  you  either, 
hence  the  tragedy."  The  resentful  dark  eyes  glared  at  the 
offending  garment  in  Nancy's  hands.  "  I  suppose  Eric 
has  been  up  to  his  usual  dodge — not  paid  Nikoo  for  the 
last  six  months,  so  Nikoo  clears  out  and  we  all  have  to 
suffer." 

"  Nikoo  was  paid  last  week.  I  paid  him  myself."  The 
tone  was  on  the  defensive,  yet  hurriedly  conscious  of  a 
slip  in  which  it  knew  the  adversary  would  take  full  advan- 
tage. "  He  wanted  to  go  home  last  Monday  ;  his  mother, 
poor  old  creature,  is  dying.  She  must  be  nearly  ninety ; 
for  Nikoo  is  old,  seventy  if  a  day — don't  you  think  ?  " 

There  was  that  in  the  voice  which  suggested  a  safe 
landing  over  treacherous  ground,  but  it  was  not  to 
be. 

"  Paid  Nikoo  yourself,  out  of  your  paltry  allowance, 
which  is  not  enough  to  keep  Micky  in  bones  ?  You  hashed 
your  life  up  beautifully  when  you  linked  yourself  up  with 
Eric  Dane.  Nancy,  what  in  the  world  ever  made  a  girl 
like  you  tie  yourself  up  to  a  man  like  Eric  ?  We'll  admit 
he's  handsome,  we'll  admit  he  has  perfect  manners,  and 
all  the  rest  of  it ;  but  oh,  Nancy,  why  did  you  not  see  and 
consider  the  '  but '  ?  Of  course,  you  were  not  born  and 
bred  in  a  village  only  a  stone's  throw  away  from  the  home 
of  the  Danes,  like  I  was,  and  know  their  history  through 
and  through ;  in  fact  I  was  brought  up  from  babyhood 
spoon-fed  upon  their  deeds,  not  altogether  deeds  to  be 
proud  of  and  have  entered  up  in  the  family's  records. 

"  Many  a  time  my  hair  has  been  made  to  stand  literally 
on  end  at  the  recital  of  their  wrongdoings,  especially  on 
those  eerie  winter  nights,  with  a  storm  brewing  in  the 
Channel,  and  my  nurse  gloated  over  the  recital  of  horrors 
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and  what  not.  Smugglers  and  murderers,  and  worse  still — 
torturers.  Ugh  !  it  was  enough  to  make  anyone  wary  of  a 
Dane.  I  once  thought  it  was  lucky  for  you  that  you 
chose  Eric  Dane,  for  his  side  of  the  family,  being  parsons, 
and  connected  with  the  Church  for  generations,  cleaned 
their  branch  of  the  family  up  a  bit,  though  Eric  is  no  credit, 
in  my  opinion,  to  any  family.  But  Philip  Dane  is  supposed 
to  be  of  the  stock  which  real  bold  bad  villains,  smugglers 
and  pirates  were  bred  from.  It  was  a  shame  Phil  was  away 
from  Lee  Haven  when  you  paid  your  visit  home  to  Eric's 
people  after  your  marriage.  I  wonder  what  you  would 
have  thought  of  him  !  "  Fenella  paused  ;  her  eyes  were 
still  fixed  resentfully  upon  the  offending  garment  and  the 
busy  fingers. 

She  continued  :  "  I  only  saw  Philip  once.  Uncle  John 
drove  me  over  to  Haven  Park.  After  hearing  so  much  about 
the  Danes  I  was  consumed  with  curiosity  to  see  the  de- 
scendant of  the  bold  bad  villain  who  had  deliberately  turned 
the  innocent  fisherfolk  of  his  father's  village  into  a  gang 
of  murderous  smugglers,  to  meet  his  debts,  secretly  married 
his  gamekeeper's  daughter,  tortured  his  innocent  cousin, 
and  then  shown  a  clean  pair  of  heels  to  the  world  in  general. 
A  bit  of  a  record  to  break,  don't  you  think  ?  " 

"  My  dear  Fenella,  what  rubbish  you  do  talk  !  Your 
tongue  is  like  a  babbling  brook,  which  runs  on  and  on,  not 
caring  in  the  least  where  its  impetuosity  will  lead  it." 

Fenella  nodded  her  head,  the  lamplight  gleamed  on  the 
threads  of  gold  in  the  glossy  hair. 

"  Naturally  enough  you,  who  have  only  recently  become 
one  of  this  delightful  family,  would  be  the  last  to  hear  of 
its  unsavoury  traditions.  It's  invariably  the  case,  those 
most  concerned  are  the  last  to  hear."  She  paused,  while 
her  eyes  contemplated  anxiously  the  woman  whose  apathy 
she  was  trying  to  tantalise  into  interest.  It  was  a  beautiful 
picture  which  met  her  meditative  gaze  :  Nancy  Dane's 
pale,  oval  face,  and  the  neat,  well-groomed  head  with 


72  Kali's  Jewels 


chestnut-tinted  hair,  drawn  back  softly  and  knotted  at  the 
nape  of  her  neck.  The  dark,  silken  lashes  which  swept  the 
clear,  pale  cheeks  did  not  hide  the  deep,  soft  shadows 
beneath  the  hazel  eyes.  The  features  were  finely-chiselled 
and  Grecian  in  the  clean  cut  of  nose  and  chin.  The  mouth 
was  perhaps  the  most  arresting  feature  in  the  charming 
study,  for  it  was  full  of  character  and  irresistible  in  its 
fascinating  power,  compelling  admiration,  trust  and 
affection. 

Fenella  gazed  on,  an  almost  boyish  admiration  and 
affection  stealing  into  the  calculating  eyes  of  youth.  Yes, 
she  could  well  understand  why  all  the  men  in  the  Military 
Station  up  at  Bundapoor  were  raving  over  the  beauty  of 
Nancy  Dane.  No  wonder  the  women  were  jealous,  she 
ruminated  swiftly,  for  not  one  of  them  could  hold  a  candle 
to  Nancy.  Fenella 's  thoughts  ran  on  unchecked  for  some 
moments,  thoroughly  fascinated  by  the  elder  woman's 
beauty.  Then  the  offending  garment  came  under  criticism 
again.  For  her  young  soul  rebelled  against  her  friend's 
apathy  and  seeming  submission  to  the  freakish  temperament 
of  the  man  whom  she,  Fenella,  disliked  so  intensely  and 
whose  negligence  of  purpose  had  become  a  byword  in  their 
little  circle.  Such  conduct  filled  her  with  utter  contempt. 
The  sight  of  the  garment  irritated  her  in  yet  another  way  ; 
she  felt  she  had  not  got  her  friend's  undivided  attention  ; 
this  treatment  invariably  acts  as  a  great  irritant  to  youth's 
self-importance . 

"  You  cannot  possibly  enjoy  stitching  that  beastly 
coat."  The  words  broke  from  the  impetuous  lips  as  if 
their  owner  jealously  resented  the  close  proximity  of  the 
slender,  tapering  fingers  to  the  coarse  drill.  "  Come,  be 
honest,  Nancy,  and  put  it  down.  You  are  making  a 
martyr  of  yourself.  I  know  you  have  pricked  your  fingers 
more  than  once,  and,  from  what  I  can  see,  you  won't  make 
a  good  job  of  it."  The  last  shot  was  deliberately  aimed. 
Did  it  score  a  hit  ?  Fenella  was  not  clever  enough  and 
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sufficiently  worldly-wise  to  recognise  if  she  had  gained  a 
victory  or  not. 

But  Nancy  Dane  capitulated  ;  she  folded  the  offending 
garment  carefully  and  placed  it  upon  the  work-basket. 

"  I  find,"  she  said  gently,  "  that  if  one  does  a  thing  one 
is  not  desirous  of  doing  one  has  a  greater  regard  for  oneself 
when  it  is  done.  Yes,  I  have  pricked  my  ringer  more  than 
once,  but  the  job  is  done,  and  very  likely,  as  you  say,  not 
well  done." 

Thoroughly  disconcerted,  Fenella  placed  her  half-finished 
cigarette  into  the  ash-tray,  and  came  and  threw  herself 
into  the  unoccupied  chair  facing  Mrs.  Dane. 

"  You  always  manage  to  make  me  feel  a  perfect  pig, 
Nancy.  How  do  you  do  it  ?  Here  have  I  been  railing  at 
you  for  the  last  twenty  minutes,  not  feeling  in  the  least  bit 
in  the  wrong,  and  you  sit  calmly  on,  bearing  with  my 
ungraciousness,  till  suddenly,  when  one  least  expects  it, 
you  dump  one,  so  to  speak,  all  of  a  heap  into  feeling  the 
biggest  cad  in  the  universe.  It's  no  good  wrestling  with 
you.  I  give  it  up,  as  I  usually  do."  She  laughed  con- 
strainedly. "  But  one  gets  awfully  wild  when  one  hears 
things."  She  paused,  waiting  encouragement.  She  waited 
in  vain.  Nancy  Dane  leaned  back  among  the  gay  cushions 
of  her  chair. 

"  You  were  telling  me  of  your  first  encounter  with  Philip 
Dane.  Do  go  on ;  I  am  longing  to  hear  what  he  is  like,  so 
that  I  shall  have  something  to  go  on  when  he  comes.  He 
will  soon  be  here  now.  I  hope  I  shall  like  him.  It  will  be 
a  grand  time  for  Eric  to  have  his  cousin,  someone  from  his 
old  home  to  take  round,  he  has  been  looking  forward  to 
Philip's  arrival  with  great  enthusiasm." 

"  Really  !  "  Fenella  felt  a  beast,  and  hurriedly  retracted 
the  spontaneous  exclamation.  "  Yes,  it  will  be  jolly  for 
you  both,  all  round." 

She  had  not  heard  of  any  great  friendship  existing 
between  the  Dane  cousins.  To  be  candid,  she  was  under 
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the  impression  that  facts  pointed  otherwise.  But  it  was 
more  evidence  of  Eric's  pervertion  of  the  truth  ;  and  she 
promised  herself  some  sport  watching  events.  A  cool, 
calculating  young  person  was  this  Fenella  Carlton. 

"  Oh,  yes,  I  was  telling  you  of  the  day  Uncle  John  took 
me  over  to  call  on  the  Danes- — father  and  son — at  Haven 
Park."  She  settled  herself  in  the  chair,  and,  after  ex- 
tracting a  cigarette  from  the  silver  box  on  the  table  at  her 
side,  struck  a  match  and,  having  lit  her  cigarette,  inhaled 
its  fumes  for  a  moment  or  two,  then  began  to  talk  rapidly. 
The  rain  outside  continued  to  descend  in  a  constant  deluge, 
and  splashed  noisily  into  the  pools — drip  !  drip  !  No 
breeze  shook  the  leaves  ;  they  glistened  in  the  shaft  of 
lamplight  which  penetrated  the  darkness  and  shone  upon 
the  wet  gravel  pathway  and  upon  the  glistening  raindrops, 
the  widening  gutters  and  the  increasing  pools. 

"  Although  I  was  born  and  bred  in  a  village  only  a  few 
miles  from  where  the  Danes  lived,"  continued  Fenella, 
"  we  had  seen  little  or  nothing  of  the  families,  except  in 
the  hunting-field  when  I  was  quite  a  child.  Perhaps  it 
was  owing  to  the  fact  that  there  being  only  boys  at  Lee 
Haven,  and  I  being  an  only  girl,  my  people  would  not 
think  it  proper  to  send  their  one  ewe-lamb  to  gambol  with 
lambs  of  the  masculine  order — poor  dear  old  darlings  ! 
Mother  and  dad  had  such  curious  ideas  about  '  young 
people.' "  She  laughed  tolerantly.  "So  we  did  not 
meet  again  till  I  was  nearly  grown  up,  and  then  only  through 
Uncle  John,  who  was  staying  with  us  and  who  was  a  par- 
ticular friend  of  Squire  Dane.  Mother  didn't  even  then 
think  it  quite  the  thing  for  me  to  accompany  Uncle  John 
on  that  afternoon,  and  said  so  too.  Of  course  Uncle  John 
was  tickled  to  death  over  her  excuse,  and  simply  bundled 
me  into  the  dog-cart,  and  away  we  drove  together  without 
ever  a  by-your-leave  from  daddy."  Mrs.  Dane  smiled 
broadly.  She  was  extremely  fond  of  Fenella.  She  felt 
safe  in  the  girl's  spontaneity,  and,  although  her  freakish 
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moods  were  not  altogether  to  be  condoned,  yet  she  knew 
an  honesty  of  purpose  ran  strongly  beneath  a  surface  of 
latter-day  smartness  and  audaciousness. 

"  Squire  Dane  was  a  quiet,  frightened  old  man,  one  who 
seemed  to  be  trying  to  dodge  all  reference  to  some  un- 
pleasant episode  in  the  past  which  had  left  an  open  stigma 
upon  his  family  honour.  Naturally  I  knew  all  about  his 
father's  bold,  bad  character."  She  broke  off  suddenly. 
"  You  would  never  think  his  mother  was  only  a  game- 
keeper's daughter,  for  he  had  most  courtly  manners — a 
regular  old  Don,  in  spite  of  his  timidity.  Then  we  met 
Philip,  "who  had  just  come  in  from  shooting.  To  tell  you 
the  truth,  and  nothing  but  the  truth,  I  fell  madly  in  love 
with  him  there  and  then,  grandson  of  a  reprobate  or  other- 
wise. Eric  cannot  hold  a  candle  to  him,  for  he  is  as  nice 
as  he  looks  too.  Well,  you'll  see  for  yourself."  She 
broke  off  suddenly,  and  flicked  the  ash  from  her  cigarette 
with  her  little  finger. 

"  I  am  glad  you  like  him  ;  you  have  relieved  my  mind 
tremendously."  Mrs.  Dane  looked  her  relief. 

Fenella  was  ungracious  enough  to  wish  to  give  another 
dig  at  her  pet  aversion,  Nancy's  husband,  but  she  restrained 
the  impulse. 

"  But  there  was  the  same  timidity  in  the  young  man  as 
in  his  father — a  constant  apology  for  the  deeds  of  a  dead 
ancestor.  I  felt  I  wanted  to  put  the  pair  of  them — father 
and  son — into  a  sack  and  shake  them  well  up  together,  so 
as  to  shake  some  sense  into  them,  then  give  them  a  good 
lecture  on  the  '  Present '  in  the  words  of  old  Longfellow : 
'  Let  the  dead  past  bury  its  dead.'  It  is  my  motto  also." 

"  Yes,  but  is  the  past  dead  ?  I  sometimes  think  the 
past  is  often  more  alive  than  the  present,"  Nancy 
remarked  meditatively. 

"  Well,  in  the  Danes's  case  you  are  correct,  for  the 
'  past '  is  very  much  alive,  and  its  influence  dominates 
both  father  and  son  to  such  an  extent  that  they  not  only 
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make  themselves  miserable,  but  they  influence  other  people 
to  melancholy  also,  which  I  think  is  a  great  mistake. 
Neither  of  them  can  help,  and  neither  is  held  responsible 
for  the  deeds  of  his  ancestors,  although  the  ancestor  in 
question  is  only  a  generation  or  two  back.  For,  if  we  take 
exception  to  the  bad,  what  about  the  good  ?  There's 
Eric  ;  no  one  would  think  he  came  of  such  awfully  good 
stock  as  his  branch  of  the  Dane  family,  who  were  all  decent 
people,  such  as  clergymen.  Why,  Lee  Haven  simply 
revels  in  puffing  up  his  branch  of  the  family.  And  look 
at  Eric  !  " 

Nancy  Dane  flushed  painfully.  Fenella  had  bluntly  and 
unnecessarily  touched  her  on  the  raw. 

"  We  were  speaking  of  Eric's  cousin.  You  have  not  yet 
quite  explained  to  me  what  he  is  like." 

Fenella  repented  instantly ;  she  was  slowly  learning,  to 
her  advantage,  that  to  hit  at  others  through  those  one 
respects  and  admires  is  not  altogether  playing  the  game. 

"  I  am  trying  to  explain,"  she  replied  quietly,  "  that  is, 
I  am  trying  myself  to  understand  why  the  Danes  are  not 
popular.  It  is  a  case  where  the  sins  of  the  fathers  are 
visited  upon  the  children.  People  are  so  funny ;  they 
always  seem  to  think  that,  whatever  Squire  Dane  does  to 
improve  the  conditions  of  even  his  small  village,  there  is  a 
hidden  motive  beneath  his  benevolence.  If  Philip  his  son 
launches  some  scheme  to  interest  the  youths  of  the  district, 
mistrust  immediately  encompasses  him  on  every  side  ; 
and  yet  I  am  sure  you  will  agree  with  me,  when  you  have 
met  him,  that  he  is  a  most  charming  man." 

Nancy  was  silent ;  she  had  long  had  a  wish  to  meet  her 
husband's  kinsman,  and  now  her  wish  was  to  be  granted. 
For  Philip  Dane,  having  spent  some  months  in  India 
big-game  shooting,  had  promised  to  spend  a  little  time  with 
his  cousin  and  his  wife  on  his  way  down-country  en  route 
for  home. 

"  I  tell  you,  Nancy  dear,  I  fell  violently  in  love  with  the 
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man,  in  spite  of  his  stupid  shyness  and  self-consciousness, 
and  only  Uncle  John  and  his  father's  presence  saved  me 
from  throwing  myself  on  my  knees  and  proposing  to  him 
there  and  then  on  the  spot."  Fenella  laughed  merrily, 
in  which  Nancy  joined. 

"  Yes,"  she  continued,  "  it  was  my  first  flutter  in  love 
at  first  sight  1  " 

"  At  what  age  ?  "  Mrs.  Dane  interrupted. 

"  Sweet  sixteen,"  was  the  gay  reply. 

"  And  since  then  how  many  times  have  you  repeated  the 
experiment  ?  " 

"  A  dozen  times,"  was  the  unblushing  retort ;  "  but 
those  were  not  nearly  so  serious  as  the  first.  I  returned 
home  from  the  visit  and  dreamed  nightly  of  Philip  Dane  for 
quite  a  week.  Then  I  went  back  to  school  and  forgot  all 
about  him — till  I  heard  of  your  marriage  two  years  ago  to 
his  cousin,  in  India,  and,  later,  of  your  visit  to  Lee  Haven. 
At  the  time  I  thought,  if  it  had  been  me  instead  of  you, 
Philip  would  have  been  my  choice,  in  spite  of  the  stigma 
on  his  name.  But  then,  of  course,  you  had  never  met 
Phil." 

"  No,"  Mrs.  Dane  replied  in  a  non-committal  tone  of 
voice. 

"  I  bet  you  my  hat  the  women  from  the  Station  will  be 
swarming  round  you  like  bees  round  a  honey-pot  when  once 
they  have  set  eyes  on  Phil  Dane.  There  will  be  Blanche 
Tonybee,  with  her  tear-washed  eyes.  She'll  make  a  dead 
set  at  him  because  he  is  the  very  opposite  to  her  little 
round-about  husband,  whom  she  despises  because  of  his 
dog-like  affection  for  her.  How  I  would  love  to  see  the 
little  fat  idiot  kick  over  the  traces  and  get  up  an  intrigue 
with  a  black-eyed,  fiery-tempered  old  hag  down  at  Bunda- 
pur.  Nothing  would  bring  the  woman  to  her  senses  quicker 
than  to  have  the  same  tune  played  upon  her  as  she  plays 
upon  others,"  Fenella  concluded  tartly. 

Mrs.   Dane  showed  her  disapproval  of  the   turn  the 
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conversation  had  taken  by  referring  again  to  the  coming 
visit  of  her  husband's  cousin. 

Fenella  Carlton  was  the  niece  of  the  Chief  Commissioner 
of  Bundapur  and  district.  Bundapur  was  a  large  Military 
and  Civil  Station  in  the  North- West  Province  of  Addore. 
It  was  situated  on  the  extreme  north  of  the  protected  State 
of  the  Maharajah  of  Nandapur,  one  of  the  wealthiest 
native  rulers  hi  India. 

Fenella  had  been  over  a  year  in  India,  and  had  become 
one  of  the  most  popular  figures  in  the  society  life  of  the 
Station.  Her  popularity  had  gone  some  way  to  spoil  her. 
It  had  educated  to  a  certain  extent  in  her  a  blasee,  woman- 
of-the-world  outlook  upon  life.  Yet  in  the  most  essential 
matters  she  was  untouched.  Her  share  of  natural  common- 
sense  came  to  her  rescue.  And  thus  her  run  of  small  talk 
in  no  way  portrayed  her  real  character.  To  Nancy  Dane, 
the  wife  of  a  young  civil  engineer  of  some  promise,  who  was 
engaged  upon  structural  improvement  work  in  the  palace 
of  the  Maharajah  of  Nandapur,  she  allowed  glimpses  of  her 
real  self  to  emerge  through  the  outer  crust  of  social  con- 
formity, which  a  life  lived  in  the  constant  whirl  of  India's 
social  world  had  to  some  measure  successfully  encased  her. 

Nancy  Dane's  stability  of  character,  her  patient  power  of 
endurance  against  almost  overpowering  odds,  appealed  to 
a  character  which,  though  content  to  a  certain  degree  to 
draw  largely  upon  the  surface-value  of  the  so-called  Smart 
Community,  did  not  fail  to  recognise  and  be  drawn  to  the 
probity  of  one  individual. 

What  were  the  overpowering  odds  which  had  served  to 
a  certain  extent  to  stabilise  Nancy  Dane's  character  to  the 
extent  of  giving  it  the  power  of  a  magnet  to  draw  those 
desirable  qualities  to  the  surface  in  such  a  character  as 
Fenella,  the  petted  niece  of  a  wealthy,  influential  man  who 
had  the  power  of  placing  their  little  world  at  her  feet  to  do 
with  as  she  willed  ? 

Whatever  the  odds,  Nancy  Dane  had  set  a  standard  of 
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moral  courage  which  one  individual  had  recognised  as 
worthy  of  consideration. 

Fenella,  having  glanced  quickly  at  her  wrist-watch, 
sprang  hastily  to  her  feet. 

"  Won't  you  stay  to  dinner,  Fenella  ?  You  have  not 
done  so  for  quite  a  long  time."  There  was  something 
constrained  about  the  tone  of  voice  in  which  the  invitation 
was  given,  and  yet  not  the  shadow  of  a  tinge  of  resentment 
accompanied  the  latter  part  of  the  sentence. 

"  I  am  awfully  sorry,  Nancy,  but  I  am  due  at  the  Hunger- 
fords — an  awful  bore  I  will  admit,  but  I  promised  Aunt 
Sofie  I  would  go  with  her.  One  has  to  play  up  to  these  old 
ladies  sometimes,  even  though  it  is  a  delightful  old  dear 
like  Aunt  Sofie.  And  please  understand  how  horribly 
boring  it  is  for  me  to  have  dinner  with  a  couple  of  people 
who  think  of  nothing  and  talk  of  nothing  but  their  ailments. 
Of  course,  Guy  will  be  there,  the  one  saving  grace  of  an 
otherwise  dreadfully  dull  evening." 

"  I  am  glad  you  consider  your  aunt's  wishes,  for  she  is 
such  a  dear,  and  always  so  considerate  of  you."  Nancy 
felt  it  a  prudish  speech,  but  she  had  to  be  on  her  guard  with 
Fenella. 

Fenella  laughed  heartily,  and  said,  "  So  you  think  there 
is  still  hope  for  me,  you  dear  old  prude.  But  listen ;  I 
am  afraid  you  are  about  to  have  your  lofty  ideals  of  me 
shaken  to  their  very  foundation.  '  Whisper  it  not  in 
Gath,  etc.,'  for  you  are  the  first  next  to  myself  to  hear  of 
the  latest  of  Mrs.  Lacy's  ideas  of  a  novel  entertainment. 
No  end  of  fun  I  can  assure  you.  Mrs.  Lacy  has  persuaded 
the  Maharajah  of  Nandapur  to  help  her  with  some  Arabian 
Nights'  Entertainments.  You  know  how  Aunt  Sofie 
dislikes  the  aforesaid  lady — a  most  astonishing  fact  in  one 
so  mild  and  charming  as  my  revered  aunt — and  how  she 
disapproves  of  what  the  General  calls  the  lady's  second- 
childhood  propensities.  For  so  he  scathingly  dubs  all 
Mrs.  Lacy's  little  frolicsomenesses.  Well,  I  have  promised 
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to  take  part  in  these  theatricals.  Whether  Aunt  Sone 
approves  of  Mrs.  Lacy's  desire  to  be  accepted  among 
us  as  a  spring  chicken  or  an  old  broody  hen,  it  matters  little 
so  long  as  she  provides  us  with  some  fun. 

"  You  have  by  now  gauged  the  full  depth  of  my  duplicity  ; 
and  I  can  see  by  the  disapproval  in  your  eyes  that  I  have 
descended  with  a  mighty  bump  down  into  the  very  depths 
of  your  displeasure.  Oh,  Nancy  darling,  is  not  the  sacrifice 
of  a  whole  evening  spent  in  the  company  of  the  most  awful 
bores  in  Christendom  worth  some  compensation  ?  Why, 
you  ought  to  say  I  deserve  to  go  to  all  the  theatrical  per- 
formances given  by  the  worst  old  scandalmonger  in  all 
India  the  rest  of  my  days  as  a  reward  for  patient 
endurance  !  " 

She  picked  a  rosebud  out  of  the  silver  vase  and  sniffed 
it  repeatedly.  "  I  must  go,"  she  said,  after  replacing  the 
flower  in  the  vase.  "  No  one  grows  roses  so  successfully 
as  you,  Nancy." 

Mrs.  Dane  had  risen  from  her  chair  to  accompany  her 
visitor  to  the  verandah  steps,  to  where  the  car  stood 
waiting. 

"  Yes,  my  roses  are  beautiful ;  it  is  simply  owing  to  my 
love  for  them  ;  it  makes  me  attend  to  them  more  than  I 
otherwise  would.  But  we  were  not  talking  of  roses,  but 
of  you  and  your  wish  to  be  recognised  as  one  of  Mrs.  Lacy's 
set.  I  don't  really  believe  you  are  so  taken  up  with  her 
ideas  and  her  eccentricities,  her  wishing  to  be  considered 
smart.  No,  you  are  simply  pretending  to  be  incorrigible. 
I  do  not,  and  will  not,  believe  a  word  you  say  in  deprecation 
of  yourself." 

"Not  believe  a  word  I  have  said  !  "  Fenella  repeated 
purposely  only  a  part  of  her  friend's  sentence,  with  assumed 
astonishment.  "  Well,  you  wait,  you'll  hear  all  about  the 
Rajah's  promise  to  fall  in  with  Mrs.  Lacy's  plans ;  and,  if 
the  latter  doesn't  want  you,  she'll  die  of  rage  if  your  husband 
doesn't  put  in  an  appearance  at  this  the  latest  '  shocker ' 
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of  her  inventive  brain.  Won't  the  tongues  of  the  prigs 
and  prudes  of  Bundapur  be  set  wagging  with  envy !  " 

There  was  nothing  unconventional  in  private  theatricals, 
"  but  " — there  is  always  a  "  but  "  in  most  things — Mrs. 
Lacy  was  a  woman  of  advanced  ideas  and  advanced  years 
and,  to  make  things  worse,  carried  these  ideas  to  their 
furthest  extent,  especially  if  she  considered  them  "  risky." 

Nancy  Dane  wondered  to  what  extent  the  riskiness  would 
lead  her.  She  cared  little  where  the  older  woman  alone 
was  concerned  ;  but  would  Fenella,  an  ever-ready  impulsive, 
high-spirited  character,  have  to  pay  the  penalty  the  older 
woman's  stupidity  would  incur?  For  when  Fenella 
Carlton  led,  others  followed  without  question. 

She  knew  without  the  latter's  blunt  speech  that 
she,  Nancy  Dane,  was  not  the  sort  of  person  Mrs.  Lacy 
would  call  upon  to  help  her  in  her  scheme  to  create  a  fresh 
sensation  or  introduce  some  new  form  of  entertainment 
into  their  midst  to  enliven  their  lives  in  the  hill  Station. 
With  her  husband  she  knew  it  would  be  different,  for  he 
usually  hailed  with  delight  a  fresh  move  on  the  part  of 
Mrs.  Lacy,  the  Station's  daring  leader,  to  enliven  what  he 
described  as  their  unholy  loneliness. 

"  Lonely  "  was  a  word  which  fell  wide  of  the  mark  in 
describing  the  Station,  for  they  lived  so  near  Bundapur, 
which  was  in  reality  a  very  go-ahead  hill  Station  of  lively 
repute. 

And  because  the  lady  in  question  did  not  meet  exactly 
with  his  wife's  approval,  Eric  Dane  considered  it  justifiable 
of  him  to  go  out  of  his  way  to  be  exceptionally  nice  to  make 
up  for  his  wife's  deficiencies  ! 
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CHAPTER  VII 

THE  car  drove  away  into  the  darkness  and  rain,  the  rear 
lamp  shone  upon  the  swollen  gutters  and  the  pools  in  the 
narrow  drive  ;  the  leaves  of  the  shrubs  fringing  the  road 
glistened  as  the  rain  ran  off  them  and  dripped  unceasingly 
into  the  pools. 

Nancy  Dane  went  back  into  the  drawing-room.  The 
drill  shooting-jacket  with  its  leather  shoulder  patches  was 
the  first  object  her  eyes  lighted  upon.  She  felt  an  intense 
relief  when  she  thought  of  how  Fenella  Carlton's  thoughts 
had  been  successfully  diverted  into  other  channels  away 
from  the  ever-vexed  question — which  she,  Nancy,  had 
found  so  terribly  difficult  to  combat — of  her  fidelity  to 
what  she  considered  her  duty. 

Born  of  parents  who  were  not  blessed  with  this  world's 
goods,  but  who  had  a  consummate  pride  of  birth,  Nancy 
Dane  had  fallen  a  victim  to  her  father's  ambitious  belief 
that,  in  selling  his  daughter  to  the  highest  bidder,  his  wife's 
and  his  pitiful  and  distressing  struggle  against  poverty 
would  at  once  cease.  Never  was  mortal  man  more  bitterly 
disappointed  than  he.  No  sooner  had  Eric  Dane  become 
his  son-in-law  than  he  discovered,  to  his  intense  dismay 
and  chagrin,  that  Dane  had  lied — lied  wilfully  and  with  an 
intent  that  was  past  the  older  man's  ideas  of  all  compre- 
hension. Eric  Dane  had  played  upon  his  cousin  Philip 
Dane's  name  and  position  ;  he  had  traded  upon  his  cousin's 
credentials  to  their  furthest  extent,  and  with  this  appalling 
deception  had  completely  overthrown  any  obstacles  which 
had  stood  between  him  and  his  desire.  Nancy  Latham 
was  the  most  beautiful  woman  in  the  district. 

In  the  small  English  Colony  where  Major  Latham  had 
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decided  to  end  his  days  there  was  not  much  rivalry  for  his 
daughter's  hand.  Money  was  required  to  hawk  Nancy 
successfully  in  the  smart  Stations  of  India  where  she  would 
have  had  a  chance  of  meeting  with  someone  whose  rent-roll 
and  position  would  have  come  up  to  the  Major's  expecta- 
tions. 

But  there  was  no  money,  and  poor  Nancy  Latham  and  her 
arresting  beauty  fell  to  the  lot  of  the  highest  bidder  in 
their  immediate  circle.  Nancy  had  not  been  a  pliable 
subject  in  her  father's  schemes,  but  giant  Circumstance 
had  placed  obstacles  in  her  way,  which  had  proved  too 
powerful  for  her  to  battle  against  alone. 

Eric  Dane,  as  well  as  being  the  handsomest  man  she  had 
ever  met,  possessed  faultless  manners,  a  courtly  bearing 
and  a  plausible,  flowery  tongue.  Nancy  was  young,  her 
home-life  none  too  happy,  with  its  constant  grind  to  keep 
up  appearance  upon  a  limited  income.  For  her  crotchety 
father  had  completely  sapped  all  the  vitality  of  Nancy's 
mother,  a  gentle,  whole-hearted  woman,  whose  mission 
in  life,  since  her  early  marriage,  had  been  to  smooth  out 
the  minor  irritations  which  beset  her  husband's  path, 
and  to  shift  bodily  his  big  grievances  on  to  her  own 
shoulders,  thereby  completely  surrendering  herself  and  her 
daughter  to  the  paltry  tyranny  of  her  husband's  will. 

Nancy  Dane  was  looking  forward  with  conflicting 
emotions  to  the  coming  of  her  husband's  cousin.  She 
knew  the  full  history  of  Philip  Dane's  family  ;  that  he  was 
the  descendant  of  the  notorious  Morton  Dane,  the  reprobate 
son  of  the  then  Squire  of  Haven  Park.  She  had  refrained 
from  imparting  this  knowledge  to  Fenella,  for  she  had  her 
own  reason  for  this. 

That  her  husband  gained  an  exceptional  amount  of 
pleasure  out  of  the  recital  of  Morton  Dane's  delinquency 
of  character,  she  well  knew.  So  much  so  that  she  deliber- 
ately had  taken  up  her  stand  on  the  side  of  the  reprobate 
of  bygone  years,  out  of  sheer  sympathy.  Perhaps  this  was 
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the  reason  why  she  had  not  confided  in  Fenella  Carlton  ; 
her  loyalty  to  the  man  whom  she  had  married  forbade  her 
to  do  so. 

As  she  glanced  round  the  charming  room,  which  showed 
to  some  extent  the  refinement  of  her  character,  her  eyes 
fell  upon  the  rosebud  which  Fenella  had  not  properly 
replaced  in  the  silver  vase.  She  crossed  the  room  and 
rearranged  the  roses  to  her  satisfaction. 

Her  mind  was  busy  on  Fenella 's  unaccountable  friend- 
ship for  Mrs.  Lacy — and  her  disrespect  for  her.  Nancy 
did  not  condone,  yet  did  not  wholly  condemn  this,  for,  in 
her  view,  there  lay  Fenella's  salvation.  So  long  as  her 
friend  had  the  power  and  inclination  to  read  the  woman 
in  question  aright,  Nancy  was  content  to  let  things  be  ; 
but  once  this  ridicule  turned  to  an  obsession,  as  she  had  so 
often  witnessed,  between  a  young,  fresh  girl  and  an  older 
woman,  whose  one  idea  is  to  surround  themselves  with  the 
most  popular  characters  in  a  Set,  and  by  those  means 
make  her  circle  a  centre  of  attraction,  it  would  be  time  then 
for  her  to  throw  the  full  weight  of  her  friendship  into  the 
scales.  Although  Kate  Lacy's  conduct  was  considered  by 
the  more  sedate  section  of  the  community  of  Bundapur  as 
being  decidedly  outre,  her  assumed  breeziness  of  manner 
and  showy  disregard  for  all  forms  of  conventionality  rallied 
quite  a  goodly  number  of  the  Smart  Set  to  her  standard. 
But  Nancy  was  not  afraid  ;  she  knew  Fenella. 

While  she  stood  thus  contemplating  her  young  friend's 
acquaintance,  the  quiet  rhythmic  beat  of  horse's  hoofs  fell 
upon  her  ears.  She  knew  it  was  her  husband  returning  after 
his  day's  work  at  the  Bundapur  Palace.  A  delicate  flush 
mounted  instantly  to  her  pale  cheeks,  as  her  mind  anxiously 
awaited  her  husband's  mood.  The  rain  would  not  help 
to  make  him  a  congenial  companion  through  dinner,  for 
if  there  was  one  thing  which  Eric  Dane  hated  it  was  in- 
clemency of  weather ;  it  seemed  to  put  him  on  edge  with 
the  world  in  general. 
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His  wife  immediately  racked  her  mind  for  some  enter- 
taining subject,  some  event  of  interest  which  had  occurred 
since  his  absence  during  the  day,  and  which  had  broken 
the  monotony  of  the  small  world  in  which  she  lived.  The 
one  topic  she  knew  would  bring  animation  and  interest 
was  the  coming  of  Philip  Dane.  Yet  she  felt  an  unex- 
plainable  reluctance  to  fall  back  on  this  much-discussed 
subject.  She  felt  she  could  never  agree  with  her  husband 
over  his  delineation  of  his  cousin's  character,  even  though 
she  had  never  seen  the  man  ;  much  less  was  she  able  to 
discuss  his  character  to  advantage.  Yet  she  felt  she  had 
to  keep  herself  well  in  hand  or  she  would  bring  a  storm  of 
abuse  down  upon  her  head,  for  Eric  Dane,  in  spite  of  his 
courtly  manner  and  well-bred  air,  did  stoop  so  low  as  to 
abuse  his  wife  ;  although  with  the  outside  world  this 
assertion  would  have  been  instantly  discredited. 

The  horse's  hoof -beats  drew  nearer,  till  eventually  they 
turned  into  the  compound  and  came  to  a  standstill  at  the 
steps  of  the  verandah.  Instantly  the  silence  of  the  com- 
pound was  rudely  broken.  The  flush  deepened  in  Mrs. 
Dane's  pale  cheeks  as  she  heard  a  volley  of  oaths  in 
Hindustani  issue  from  her '  husband's  lips. 

"  Ali,  Ali,  you  lazy  fool,  where  are  you  ?  "  This  sentence 
was  followed  by  more  oaths.  It  was  the  Syce's  own  fault 
if  Eric  did  lay  his  crop  about  him,  she  thought,  for  surely 
as  she  had  heard  the  horse's  hoofs  on  the  gravel,  Ali  ought 
to  have  heard  them  too.  Although  the  servants'  quarters 
were  at  the  far  end  of  the  compound,  Ah'  knew  precisely 
-when  his  master's  return  was  expected. 

Nancy  resigned  herself,  through  long  habit,  to  what  she 
knew  would  be  a  disagreeable  dinner.  Troubles  never 
come  singly,  neither  do  annoyances ;  first  the  weather  and 
now  Ali's  absence.  Nancy  clapped  her  hands.  A  thin, 
angular-featured  servant  in  white,  with  a  cord  of  yellow 
and  red  coloured  wool  twisted  together  about  his  waist, 
came  silently  to  her  summons  and  stood  before  her. 
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"  Do  you  not  hear  your  master,  the  lord  Sahib  calling, 
Motee  ?  Go  find  Ali  quick  1  " 

The  servant  salaamed,  his  immobile  countenance 
showed  no  resentment,  yet  his  eyes  rebelled.  Did  not 
the  Mem-sahib  know  that  he,  Motee,  was  of  another  caste 
to  the  low-bred  fellow,  Ali  ?  How  could  he  be  expected 
to  come  in  contact  with  Ali,  who  was  of  the  Surdras  caste, 
while  he,  Motee's  father,  was  a  Vaisyas,  and  therefore 
Motee  was  of  that  superior  caste  also.  All  the  Mem- 
sahib's  household  respected  her  and  were  whole-heartedly 
devoted  to  their  mistress  and  to  her  slightest  wish,  for 
did  she  not  pay  them  their  wages  when  they  fell  due,  not 
like  some  of  the  Mem-sahibs  who  kept  their  bearers  and 
household  servants  moon  after  moon  without  paying 
one  anna  of  what  they  owed  ?  And  did  not  the  Dane 
Mem-sahib  allow  her  servants  to  bargain  in  the  bazaar, 
giving  them  so  many  rupees  to  buy  for  her  household, 
so  that  her  servants  stood  well  in  the  eyes  of  the  shop- 
keepers and  were  addressed  as  Sahib  whose  word  had 
weight  and  whose  custom  was  much  desired,  and  because 
the  Dane  Mem-sahib  showed  trust,  did  they,  Motee  and 
even  the  low-caste  Ali  and  the  remainder  of  the  chakar 
(servants),  betray  that  trust  ?  No  !  although  sometimes 
the  malina  (monthly  pay)  was  short.  But  Motee,  after 
having  to  face  the  Mem-sahib's  disappointed  gaze,  swore 
by  his  grandmother's  ashes  that  such  a  thing  would  not 
happen  again. 

Even  the  Mem-sahib,  whom  they  all  loved  and  respected, 
made  mistakes  sometimes,  as  in  this  incident,  when  she 
expected  that  he,  Motee,  would  defile  himself  to  the  extent 
of  approaching  the  low-caste  man,  Ali. 

Motee  retired,  his  dignity  much  offended  ;  but  his  help 
was  no  longer  required,  for  the  volley  of  abuse  that  was 
heard  going  on  outside  in  the  compound  assured  Nancy 
that  Ali  the  Syce  had  at  last  put  in  his  tardy  appearance. 
She  heard  the  horse  being  led  away  and  her  husband's 
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quick,  impatient  footfall  mounting  the  verandah  steps 
and  crossing  the  wide  space  between  the  balustrade  and 
the  long  French  window,  which  stood  wide  open  to  the 
night  air. 

Nancy  turned  dutifully  to  greet  her  husband  with  the 
pretence  of  the  evening  kiss.  She  often  wondered  why  it 
was  kept  up ;  simply  because  humankind  more  often 
than  not  are  the  victims  of  custom,  bald  and  unromantic 
as  this  statement  must  suggest ;  yet  it  is  a  fact. 

It  would  have  been  better,  having  discovered  early 
in  their  married  life  how  unsuited  they  were  to  each  other, 
to  have  let  drop  this  pretence — a  duty  kiss  !  a  custom 
kiss  !  ugh  !  Nancy  felt  a  spasm  of  rebellion  sweep  over 
her  as  she  braced  herself  up  for  the  effort.  For  however 
strenuously  she  had  fought  against  the  growing  conviction 
that  her  life  had  become  almost  unbearable  in  its  present 
state,  the  knowledge  remained  and  had  become  a  terrible 
reality.  Yet  because  she  held  strong  views  on  her  sense 
of  duty,  and  because  her  vows  were  made  in  the  spirit  of 
honest  purpose  and  a  desire  for  fulfilment,  she  made  a 
complete  sacrifice  of  self  daily.  Selfishness  personified, 
from  the  one  for  whom  she  sacrificed  so  much,  was  her 
reward  1 

Eric  Dane  entered  the  room.  He  was  a  tall,  handsome 
man,  sallow  of  complexion,  with  fine  aquiline  features. 
His  eyes  were  dark  and  placed  a  trifle  too  close  together 
to  be  altogether  pleasing.  His  forehead  was  high  and 
narrow ;  a  crop  of  dark,  glossy  hair  was  brushed  back, 
and  formed  one  or  two  crinkly  waves.  The  mouth  was 
well  cut,  but  the  lips  were  thin  and  not  prepossessing. 
On  the  whole  the  man  was  handsome  ;  his  figure,  though 
tall,  was  slight  and  elegant-looking,  his  hands  and  feet 
were  small,  and  there  was  no  lack  of  .breeding  in  his  manner 
or  appearance. 

After  the  violent  outburst  of  wrath,  which  had  fallen 
upon  the  luckless  Ali's  head,  Nancy  expected  to  see  traces 
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of  anger  still  visible  upon  the  handsome  features.  No, 
such  was  not  the  case,  for  the  high,  narrow  forehead  was 
perfectly  unruffled,  the  thin  lips  perfectly  peaceful  in  their 
fine  line,  but  to  the  accustomed  eyes  there  was  a  whiteness 
under  the  sallow  skin  about  the  mouth  and  the  curving 
nostrils  that  warned  one  of  a  volcanic  undercurrent,  kept 
in  check,  through  no  desire  to  repress,  but  because  it  was 
a  habit.  Nancy  soon  noted  the  danger-signal  and,  although 
her  heart  was  fluttering  in  her  breast  like  a  caged  bird 
beating  its  wings  against  the  bars  of  its  cage  in  its  quest 
for  freedom,  she  called  up  all  her  reserve  forces  to  her  aid 
to  be  gentle,  for  bearing  and  true  to  herself. 

What  a  charming  picture  she  made,  what  perfection  of 
womanhood  to  greet  a  man  tired  with  the  fret  and  worry 
of  the  world  outside. 

What  man  in  Bundapur  and  the  district  round 
would  not  have  given  his  all  to  have  stood  in  Dane's 
shoes  ? 

The  lamplight  fell  upon  the  golden  strands  of  the  chestnut- 
tinted  hair,  which  lay  in  rippling  waves  over  the  beauti- 
fully shaped  head ;  the  large  hazel  eyes,  with  their 
glance  of  dog-like  fidelity  and  soft  shadows,  lying 
beneath. 

Eric  Dane's  eyes  shot  a  swift  glance  about  the  apart- 
ment ;  they  came  back  to  his  wife,  where  they  rested, 
questioning. 

"  I  understood  that  Fenella  Carlton  was  here,  darling  ?  " 

The  kiss  had  been  exchanged  in  the  customary  way. 
Nancy  foolishly  hesitated  and  ignored  her  husband's 
question  by  commiserating  with  him  over  Ali's  tardy 
appearance. 

"  I  am  sorry  you  had  to  wait  for  Ali,  for  you  must  be 
tired  and  wet  after  your  long  ride." 

The  Palace  of  Bundapur  was  a  matter  of  five  miles  from 
where  the  Danes'  bungalow  stood  on  the  outskirts  of  the 
British  Cantonment  in  the  Civil  district. 
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"  Damn  AH.  I've  sacked  the  brute.  I  hope  the  infor- 
mation is  to  your  liking.  It's  a  strange  thing,  but  directly 
my  eyes  are  off  these  vermin  and  they  are  entrusted  to 
your  superior  care  for  an  hour  or  two,  they  go  to  the  devil 
in  two  ticks.  I  suppose  you  come  your  usual  humbugging 
way  with  them ;  the  way  you  are  always  preaching  to 
me  to  use  with  them.  They  want  flogging,  every  man 
Jack  of  them,  once  a  day  at  least."  His  eyes  were  full  of 
mistrust  as  they  rested  upon  her. 

"  Eric,  you  forget  yourself  ;  this  is  not  the  language  to 
use  to  your  wife."  The  usual  battle  had  begun,  when 
Nancy  fought  to  retain  the  respect  which  her  husband 
did  his  level  best  to  kill. 

"  You  have  not  answered  my  question,"  Dane  repeated 
evenly,  after  a  few  moments  pause,  in  which  he  lit  a 
cigarette,  totally  ignoring  his  wife's  remonstrances. 

"  Your  surmises  are  correct ;  Fenella  Carlton  was  here. 
She  left  ten  minutes  ago  ;  you  must  have  passed  her  and 
her  car  on  the  Old  Bundapur  Road."  Mrs.  Dane  found 
her  voice  equalled  her  husband's  in  its  stilted  evenness, 
which  she  felt  she  had  no  power  to  make  otherwise,  how- 
ever irritating  it  must  have  appeared.  She  otherwise 
held  herself  well  in  hand,  now  that  the  customary  exchange 
of  greeting  was  over,  and  she  was  sure  of  her 
ground ;  but  she  was  not  quite  prepared  for  the  intense 
rage  underlying  the  tones  of  suave  inquiry  which 
followed. 

"  Why  did  she  not  stay  and  dine  with  us  ?  " 

The  inquiry  was  made  compelling  an  answer,  although 
there  was  nothing  to  suggest  concealment  in  the  fact  that 
Miss  Carlton  had  been  in  the  house  ten  minutes  before 
his  arrival,  yet  his  tone  implied  concealment  of  the 
fact. 

"  I  asked  her  to  stay,  but  she  had  already  promised 
her  Aunt,  Lady  Rossfield,  that  she  would  accompany  her 
to  General  Hungerford's  to-night,  as  they  had  an  invitation 
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to  dine  there."  She  paused,  then  hurriedly  continued  : 
"  I  think  she  would  rather  have  dined  with  us,  Eric,  if 
it  had  been  left  to  her  to  choose." 

There  was  an  appeal  in  the  voice  to  him  to  be  kind,  but 
he  was  deaf  to  all  pleadings.  Nancy  wondered  if  he  had 
ever  been  otherwise,  and  the  answer  of  those  who  knew 
him,  or  imagined  they  did,  to  this  question,  would  have 
been  "  No  !  "  Appeals  of  any  kind  seemed  to  goad  him 
on  to  be  more  harsh,  if  anything.  He  was  a  man  who  de- 
lighted in  bringing  out  the  very  worst  in  one.  He  looked 
always  for  evil,  and  if  instead  he  found  good,  he  looked 
for  a  motive,  and  if  he  could  not  find  one  he  invented 
one.  His  wife  was  playing  up  to  him  ;  if  she  had  been  a 
virago  and  had  thrown  a  book  at  his  head,  he  would  either 
have  killed  her  or  retired  into  a  corner  like  a  whipped 
cur. 

Why  was  Nancy  playing  up  to  him  ?  His  suspicions 
were  instantly  aroused.  She  knew  how  desirous  he  was  of 
cultivating  the  friendship  of  Lady  Rossfield  and  her  niece. 
She  knew  that  it  was  essential  that  he,  her  husband, 
should  be  included  in  the  invitations  Sir  John  Rossfield 
issued  to  his  most  intimate  friends  to  attend  his  exclusive 
gatherings  on  Sunday  afternoons.  Not  that  he  had  any 
great  desire  for  Sir  John's  friendship,  whom  he  described 
as  a  fussy  old  fool,  but  because  it  served  his  purpose — a 
questionable  purpose — to  be  hailed  as  a  friend  of  the  most 
distinguished  man  in  the  neighbourhood.  It  would  give 
him  a  footing  into  circles  which  otherwise  he  might  find 
difficult  to  enter.  Nancy  was  no  helpmate  for  him,  with 
her  extraordinary  convictions.  She  could  easily  have 
sponged  upon  them  for  some  purpose.  He,  the  son 
of  a  poor  parson,  working  for  his  daily  bread  as  a  civil 
engineer  on  a  native's  job,  had  little  to  recommend  him, 
except  his  appearance,  of  which  Eric  Dane  had  an  inordinate 
conceit. 

It  maddened  his  warped  senses  to  know  that  without 
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effort  on  her  part  his  wife  had  contrived  to  gather  round 
her  the  pick  of  Bundapur  society,  of  which  she  made 
nothing.  Her  friendships  were  to  her  neither  stepping 
stones  to  greater  or  lesser  things  ;  while  he,  who  would 
have  turned  every  one  of  them  to  some  purpose  for  his 
own  advancement,  had  not  her  opportunities.  Why  did 
he  marry  her  ?  The  question  ofttimes  burned  on  his  lips. 
Had  he  one  spark  of  manhood  left,  that  he  hesitated  ? 
Or  was  it  because  he  wished  not  to  give  pain,  was 
not  quite  sure  of  the  results  of  such  a  speech.  Nancy  was 
still  useful  to  him,  and  a  public  scandal  was  at  the  moment 
not  convenient  to  his  purpose.  Besides,  Philip  was  ex- 
pected, and  Nancy  would  be  useful. 

Why  had  he  married  Nancy  Latham  ?  Because  she  was 
beautiful ;  because  she  was  the  most  sought-after  woman 
in  the  district ;  because  it  had  tickled  his  vanity  to 
pluck  the  lovely  flower  other  men  desired.  And  that 
then  when  he  had  it  in  his  possession  he  let  it  fade  ; 
his  shallow,  unscrupulous  nature  did  not  understand 
how  to  nourish  so  delicate  and  rare  a  flower.  And  when 
it  drooped  and  wilted  under  his  neglect  he  hated  it,  and 
this  hatred  brought  to  the  surface  ah1  the  cruel  instincts 
of  his  nature,  and  he  took  a  delight  in  pitting  these 
overwhelming  forces  against  it. 

This  was  Fenella  Carlton's  definition  of  Eric  Dane's 
character.  Was  this  summary  of  the  character  of  the  man, 
whose  wife  was  her  friend,  overdrawn  ? 

"  Your  clothes  are  wet,  won't  you  change  them  ?  Dourdo 
has  prepared  your  bath."  She  had  to  break  the  nerve- 
straining  silence  which  had  followed  her  last  sentence. 
"  You  will  not  be  in  time  for  dinner,  but  I  will  have  it 
put  back  if  you  wish,  but  I  really  think  you  ought  to 
change  at  once." 

She  dreaded  an  attack  of  fever,  for  Eric  ill  was  a  much 
more  difficult  subject  to  bear  with  than  Eric  well ;  and  she 
still  had  one  joy  left  her — the  joy  of  solitude. 
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"  I'll  change  in  a  moment."  He  spoke  hastily,  he  wanted 
to  know  what  his  wife  and  Fenella  Carlton  had  to  talk 
about.  He  was  ever  suspicious  of  her  friends — a  guilty 
conscience  makes  one  over-susceptible  to  suspicions.  He 
moved  towards  the  communicating  door  leading  to  the 
other  rooms  of  the  bungalow. 

"  What  had  Fenella  to  say  ?  "  He  spoke  nonchalantly, 
to  lure  his  wife  into  disclosing  perhaps  more  than  she 
otherwise  would. 

Nancy  was  aware  of  these  subtle  little  traps  prepared 
so  often  for  her  ;  she  wished  her  husband  would  resort 
to  some  fresher  methods  of — to  be  vulgar — pumping  her  ! 
But  she  had  to  curb  her  resentment,  for  she  preferred 
peace  at  any  price  ! 

"  She  was  not  here  long,  in  fact  she  dropped  in  on  her 
way  from  Mrs.  Lacy's."  Nancy  noticed  at  once  a  distinct 
change  in  his  manner  at  the  mention  of  Mrs.  Lacy. 
"  She  had  been  teaing  with  her,  and  was  full  of  excite- 
ment over  some  theatricals  she  is  keen  to  get  up.  I 
believe  she  has  contrived  to  get  the  Maharajah's  consent 
to  her  having  the  Hall  of  Audience  at  the  Palace  for  the 
occasion.  The  play  has  an  Eastern  setting,  and  has  been 
written  by  Guy  Hungerford  ;  he  is  such  a  nice  boy  and  so 
clever." 

At  once  Dane's  interests  were  alert  and  diverted  from  his 
wife,  but  there  was  a  grievance.  His  self-conceit  was  at 
stake.  Why  had  not  Mrs.  Lacy  approached  the  Maharajah 
through  him  ;  the  lady  in  question  had  committed  a  most 
unforgivable  breach  of  etiquette,  in  his  opinion.  And 
why,  too,  had  he  not  been  consulted  with  regard  to  the 
theatricals  ?  And  what  did  that  young  puppy,  Guy 
Hungerford,  mean  by  writing  a  play  towards  which 
he,  Eric  Dane,  had  not  been  asked  to  contribute  his 
brilliancy  of  composition  ?  Upon  his  wife's  head  fell  the 
full  brunt  of  his  displeasure.  It  was  her  fault,  she  ought 
to  have  made  herself  more  agreeable  to  Mrs.  Lacy,  and  she 
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would  then  have  been  the  first  the  latter  would  have  con- 
sulted. If  Guy  Hungerford  had  been  made  more  welcome 
in  their,  the  Danes'  home,  he,  Eric,  and  Guy  would  have 
written  the  play  between  them.  He  knew  that  Hunger- 
ford  was  clever,  and  he  therefore  grudged  the  youth  the 
popularity  his  talent  would  bring  him.  If  he,  Dane,  had 
been  consulted  it  would  have  been  "  /  wrote  the  play, 
and  Hungerford  helped  me  in  minor  details  !  "  Nancy 
again  saw  the  danger-signals,  and  instantly  succeeded, 
with  her  ready  wit,  in  throwing  oil  on  the  troubled  waters, 
for  she  had  guessed  his  thoughts. 

"  No  doubt  they,  Mrs.  Lacy  and  Guy,  have  been  getting 
everything  shipshape  and  in  order  so  that  you  would  not 
be  troubled  with  mere  detail,  dear."  She  knew  how  to 
tickle  his  vanity,  in  fact,  had  become  an  adept  hand  at 
it,  greatly  to  her  own  astonishment  and  disgust,  but  it 
was  the  only  way  in  which  she  gained  a  semblance  of 
peace. 

"  You  may  be  right,  but  if  she  had  waited  for  me,  I 
could  have  made  things  more  easy  for  her.  The  Maharajah 
is  a  crusty  old  fool,  but  allows  me  more  than  the  usual 
amount  of  liberty  in  his  affairs."  Then  as  an  afterthought 
he  said,  as  he  passed  through  the  door,  "  No  doubt  she 
used  my  name." 

A  few  minutes  after  his  wife  heard  him  splashing 
in  his  tub,  and  later  speaking  in  sharp  tones  to  his 
servant. 

And  thus  they  lived,  simply  skating  lightly  over  the 
surface  of  the  events  which  occurred  in  their  daily  life, 
with  no  wish  or  inclination  to  delve  beneath  the  surface. 
Nancy  Dane  felt  she  had  not,  or  ever  would,  successfully 
gauge  the  full  depth  of  her  husband's  character.  Perhaps 
fear  of  what  she  might  find  helped  to  hold  her  back,  and 
laid  a  restraining  hand  upon  her  wish  to  know  more. 
How  she  loathed  this  mere  pretence  of  living.  She  knew, 
where  her  husband  was  concerned,  so  long  as  she  retained 
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her  beauty,  dressed  well  on  her  meagre  allowance,  and 
kept  up  a  flow  of  small  talk  with  his  guests,  she  was  left 
alone.  But  if  these  things  failed  her  ?  It  was  a  question 
she  dared  not  answer. 


CHAPTER  VIII 

THE  dinner  at  the  Danes'  bungalow  passed  off  in  compara- 
tive silence.  Eric  Dane  scarcely  bothered  himself  to  keep 
conversation  flowing  between  himself  and  his  wife.  His 
remarks,  when  he  did  make  any,  were  generally  complaints 
upon  the  lack  of  variety  in  the  menu. 

Nancy  had  nothing  to  say  in  defence,  for  she  had  learnt 
through  bitter  experience  that  "  A  still  tongue  makes  a 
wise  head."  She  had  striven  hard  to  think  out  dishes  that 
might  tickle  her  husband's  fastidious  palate  to  no  avail, 
so  now  she  left  the  choice  of  menu  to  Kattie,  a  cook  whose 
curry  and  cutlets  were  known  from  one  end  of  the  province 
to  the  other,  and  who  had  refused  all  bribes  and  remained 
faithful  to  the  Dane  Mern-sahib. 

No  sooner  was  the  tedious  meal  over  than  Dane  excused 
himself  on  the  plea  of  finished  plans  to  be  looked  over  at 
the  palace. 

An  evening  of  solitude  held  no  horror  of  boredom  for 
his  wife.  She  had  her  books  and  her  work.  Nancy  was 
looking  forward  to  the  cold  weather  that  follows  the  wet 
season  with  much  impatience.  She  longed  for  the  clear, 
cool  air  which  swept  down  from  the  snow-clad  ridges  of 
the  Himalayas,  when  the  sky  would  be  a  cloudless  blue 
and  the  gay  Indian  flora  in  full  blossom.  She  longed  for 
the  early  morning  ride,  on  the  old  Bundapur  Road,  and 
the  gay  chatter  to  be  heard  on  all  sides  from  the  light- 
hearted  equestrians  who,  like  herself,  patronised  the  same 
route  and  the  same  stretch  of  open  plateau  beyond,  where 
a  gallop  rewarded  one. 

Her  husband  was  in  a  much  better  mood  when  he 
could  have  some  sport ;  wade  through  the  rice-fields 
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snipe-shooting,  or  await  at  set  of  sun  for  the  homeward 
return  of  the  wild  duck,  or  at  early  dawn,  concealed  on  the 
edge  of  a  grain-field,  watch  for  antelope,  maybe  to 
participate  in  the  joys  of  pig-sticking,  camping  on  the 
margin  of  the  jungle,  waiting,  spear  in  hand,  with  every 
nerve  taut.  Yes,  life  was  bearable  when  Eric  Dane  was 
thus  occupied. 

But  the  wet  season,  how  intolerable  it  became  to  Nancy 
Dane  none  knew  except  Fenella,  and  the  former's  ayah, 
Nanti,  a  woman  of  keen  intellect,  obsessed  with  an 
affection  of  great  sincerity  for  her  mistress. 

Day  by  day  now  in  the  wet  season  the  heavy  grey  clouds 
blotted  out  the  mountain-peaks  and  rolled  down  the 
valleys,  enveloping  the  whole  country  round  in  mist  and 
rain.  Sometimes  the  evenings  would  clear  and  the  setting 
sun  flood  the  drenched  countryside  in  a  crimson  and 
golden  glow.  And  Fenella  would  come  and  join  her  friend 
in  a  walk  down  the  narrow  hill  paths  and  gather  the 
delicate  fern  and  moss,  and  watch  the  swollen  torrents  in 
their  mad  race  to  the  plain  beneath. 

"  What  a  cursed  nuisance  I  have  to  return  to  the  palace, 
Nancy  !  "  Dane  remarked  as  he  came  into  the  drawing- 
room  carrying  a  light  coat  on  his  arm. 

The  excuse  was  a  weak  one,  and  fell  decidedly  flat ; 
he  did  not  even  try  to  look  sheepish.  Nancy  was  bored  ; 
she  would  have  preferred  a  more  interesting  excuse  for 
leaving  her ;  but  this  "  overtime "  at  the  palace  was 
wearing  thin  and  showed  daylight. 

Again  the  sound  of  horses'  hoofs  were  heard  in  the 
compound  and  the  grind  of  wheels  upon  the  gravel  as  a 
covered  tonga  was  brought  to  a  standstill  before  the 
verandah  steps. 

"  No  doubt  you  will  be  well  rewarded  for  your  fidelity 
to  duty,  Eric."  The  sarcastic  allusion  to  his  fidelity  to  his 
work  passed  unnoticed  ;  he  accepted  the  flattery  only, 
and  already  there  appeared  on  his  horizon  the  vision  of 
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"  honesty  rewarded  "  !  Yes,  he  did  stick  to  his  work ; 
true,  he  was  not  going  actually  to  the  palace  to-night,  but 
he  was  going  to  Nandapur,  and  while  there  he  would  be 
seeing  one  of  his  men  who  was  anxious  to  consult  him 
over  some  work.  The  consultation  could  have  waited 
till  next  day,  but  it  fitted  Dane's  purpose  to  see  the  man 
that  night ;  at  the  same  time,  it  would  be  only  chance 
if  he  did  meet  him.  But  any  excuse  was  good  enough  so 
as  to  be  able  to  make  his  excuses  have  some  semblance  of 
truth  in  them. 

Eric  Dane  crossed  the  room  to  where  his  wife  sat  in  her 
low  cane  chair,  and  dropped  his  hand  carelessly  upon  her 
shoulder. 

"  Don't  wait  up  for  me,  Nancy ;  I  shall  probably  be 
late."  He  kissed  her  lightly  upon  the  forehead  ;  her  quiet 
submission  instantly  aroused  the  slumbering,  evil  antago- 
nism in  his  nature  to  life,  for  her  gentle  resignation  at 
once  added  fuel  to  his  unfounded  suspicions.  He  was 
fully  aware  of  the  admiration  her  beauty  created  among 
the  male  population  of  the  district. 

Was  she  to  be  alone  during  his  absence  ?  For  what 
else  would  make  her  so  complacent  over  an  evening  spent 
without  his  company  and  alone  ?  He  instantly  became 
interested  in  the  work  lying  on  her  lap.  His  quick  eye 
rested  with  grudging  admiration  on  the  beautiful  blending 
of  the  colours  in  the  artistic  design.  He  wanted  to  ask 
her  if  she  was  going  to  finish  the  work  that  evening,  but 
he  was  afraid  of  the  flash  of  anger  that  would  instantly 
leap  into  her  eyes  at  his  question.  He  was  beginning  to 
learn  that  Nancy  was  quick-witted  to  a  fault,  a  mental 
faculty  that  he  condemned  hi  all  women. 

Nancy  waited ;  she  knew  the  working  of  his  mind,  and 
despised  him,  but  she  had  no  intention  of  helping  him  out 
of  his  difficulty.  She  had  nothing  to  conceal ;  but  he — 
well,  she  left  him  to  work  out  to  his  own  satisfaction  the 
condemnation  of  his  own  conscience. 

GK 
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Whatever  time  he  chose  to  return  home,  he  would  find 
her  as  he  left  her,  with  her  book  and  her  needlework, 
waiting  for  his  return,  even  though  her  very  soul  rose  in 
revolt  at  his  utter  neglect  and  selfish  treatment  of  herself. 

The  purity  of  her  brow  and  the  straight  gaze  of  the 
honest,  hazel  eyes  as  they  were  raised  to  his  created  an 
atmosphere  about  her  which  was  thoroughly  uncongenial 
to  him.  He  muttered  a  hurried  adieu,  and,  crossing  the 
room,  disappeared  through  the  long,  open  French  window 
out  into  the  darkness  and  rain  beyond. 

Left  to  herself,  Nancy  tried  to  stay  the  irregular  throb- 
bing of  her  pulses  in  her  throat,  that  were  threatening  to 
almost  suffocate  her,  which  she  felt,  if  her  husband  had 
remained  another  moment  in  her  presence,  would  have 
been  the  case.  Her  ears  caught  the  sound  of  receding 
tonga-wheels  upon  the  wet  gravel,  and  her  hands  dropped 
upon  the  tangled  mass  of  coloured  silks  lying  in  her  lap  ; 
the  whole  action  denoted  unutterable  despair. 

Meanwhile,  Eric  Dane  drove  away  in  the  darkness, 
up  the  long,  winding  road  leading  to  the  beautiful  fortress- 
palace  of  Nandapur.  For  some  way  the  roa  led  him  past 
long-forgotten  ruins  of  Hindu  temples  and  Hindu  burying- 
grounds,  till,  taking  a  gentle  rise,  it  mounted  higher  and 
higher,  becoming  more  and  more  precipitous,  till  the  willing 
little  beast,  the  tonga  pony,  slackened  its  pace  to  a  walk, 
to  where  a  bend  in  the  road  necessitated  a  rest  of  a  few 
moments  ;  then  up  the  hill  the  pony  toiled,  the  road  still 
leading  higher  and  higher. 

Darkness  hung  about  the  tonga  and  its  occupants  like 
a  heavy,  enveloping  curtain,  to  be  lifted  every  now  and 
again  by  the  swinging  lantern  light  of  a  native  cart  as  it 
passed  them,  rattling  and  swaying  over  the  rough  stones, 
going  in  the  opposite  direction. 

Soon  the  bright  lights  of  a  native  town  sparkled  and 
twinkled  down  through  the  rain  at  them  from  the  summit 
of  the  low  ridge  of  hills. 
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The  city  of  Nandapur  stands  on  the  edge  of  a  large  lake 
— a  mirror-like  basin  in  a  beautiful  valley  in  the  hills. 
At  the  far  end  of  the  lake  stands  a  most  fairy-like  palace 
of  pink  marble,  the  home  of  the  Maharajah  of  Nandapur. 
A  winding  river  leaves  the  lake  at  the  lower  end  of  the 
valley  and  flows  between  high  banks  to  the  open  plain 
below,  on  to  where  the  Military  Station  of  Bundapur 
hides  behind  the  heavy  green  shelter  of  the  mango  groves, 
the  stately  deodar  and  feathery  bamboo. 

Upon  the  river-banks  approaching  the  town  of  Nandapur 
are  the  palatial  residences  of  the  wealthy  merchants,  with 
their  lovely  gardens  gay  with  flowers  and  tropical  verdure, 
terminating  in  wide  marble  steps  which  lead  down  to  the 
water's  edge.  These  palaces  Line  the  edge  of  the  lake  and 
terminate  at  the  top  end,  where  the  Maharajah  of  Nanda- 
pur's  palace  outshines  them  all  in  splendour  of  architecture, 
purity  of  marble,  and  size. 

The  tonga  in  which  Eric  Dane  was  driven  entered  the 
western  gate  of  the  city  and  was  soon  making  its  way 
slowly  up  through  the  narrow  streets,  for,  in  spite  of  the 
rain,  the  streets  were  thronged  with  the  usual,  ever-drifting 
aimless  crowd  of  native  vendors  and  purchasers.  There 
were  the  usual  number  of  fakirs,  for  Nandapur  was  a 
sacred  city,  and,  like  Nasik,  was  well  supplied  with  temples 
and  Brahmins,  for  the  river  gave  much  scope  for  religious 
ceremonies. 

After  proceeding  for  some  minutes  through  the  densely 
populated  part  of  the  town,  the  tonga  drew  up  before  a 
handsome,  half -ruined  gateway  leading  into  a  courtyard. 
In  the  courtyard  a  broken  lantern  gave  forth  a  flickering 
light.  It  showed  a  fountain,  some  dripping  orange-trees, 
and  a  flight  of  marble  steps  leading  to  a  bolt-studded  door. 

Dane  sprang  down  from  the  vehicle  and  gave  some 
instructions  to  the  driver,  who,  whipping  up  his  jaded 
pony  into  a  jog-trot,  departed  down  the  narrow  street, 
the  tonga  bumping  and  swaying  as  it  went. 
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Dane  crossed  the  courtyard,  ascended  the  marble  steps, 
and  rapped  sharply  upon  the  carved  woodwork  of  the  door 
with  his  cane. 

The  door  was  opened  instantly  from  within,  and  beyond 
could  be  seen  a  long,  narrow  passage,  lighted  by  a  small 
lamp  placed  in  a  nitch  in  the  wall. 

The  door  had  been  opened  by  a  hunchback ;  an  enor- 
mous turban  enveloped  his  head,  making  it  look  out  of  all 
proportion  to  his  slight,  deformed  body. 

No  greeting  passed  between  Dane  and  the  hunchback, 
as  the  tiny,  claw-like  hands  beckoned  the  former  to  enter. 
Dane  did  so,  and  the  bolt-studded  door  closed  behind  him 
noiselessly. 

After  traversing  several  narrow  passages,  and  mounting 
shallow  stairs,  and  descending  again  into  winding  corridors 
where  high  windows  in  the  plaster  walls  seemed  to  hold 
watchful  eyes,  the  pair  reached  an  open,  covered-in  court- 
yard or  hall  of  audience,  paved  with  marble  of  the  purest 
white,  whereon  were  spread  as  rugs  the  priceless  shawls 
of  Cashmere.  The  roof  of  the  hall  was  supported  by  numer- 
ous pillars,  which  in  turn  supported  graceful  arches.  In 
the  centre  from  the  arched  roof  was  hung  a  huge  chandelier 
from  which  a  thousand  tiny  lights  threw  a  blaze  of  brilliant 
illumination  upon  the  wall  and  pillars  and  upon  the 
spreading  branches  of  an  orange-tree,  beneath  which  a 
fountain  played,  bubbling  and  sparkling,  throwing  up 
sprays  of  g.'istening  crystal  drops. 

The  hunchback  removed  Dane's  shoes  and  raincoat, 
replacing  the  former  with  a  pair  of  soft  Hindu  slippers 
embroidered  in  gold  and  seed  pearls.  Then,  standing 
before  the  white  man  with  his  hands  crossed  upon  his 
breast,  his  huge,  turbaned  head  bowed,  he  awaited  the 
lord  Sahib's  commands. 

Dane  spoke  hurriedly  for  some  moments  in  a  low  voice 
in  fluent  Hindustani.  At  the  conclusion  of  his  message 
the  hunchback  salaamed  profoundly  and  took  his  departure. 


Kali's  Jewels  101 


Dane  watched  the  shuffling  gait  of  the  deformed  figure 
as  it  vanished  down  one  of  the  numerous  corridors.  Silence 
followed  on  the  departure  of  the  servant,  and  Dane,  thus 
left  alone,  prepared  to  make  himself  at  ease  while  he  waited. 
He  lit  a  cigarette,  and,  throwing  himself  upon  the  luxurious 
cushions  of  a  divan  draped  with  brilliant-coloured  silks, 
prepared  to  wait  the  return  of  the  hunchback.  The 
cigarette  he  smoked  was  a  good  one,  the  chamber  a  luxurious 
refuge  from  the  rain-sodden  world  outside.  With  a  mind 
busily  engaged  upon  schemes  and  intrigues,  which  formed 
part  and  parcel  of  Eric  Dane's  life,  the  minutes  passed 
without  undue  boredom  to  him. 

After  he  had  been  seated  thus,  his  thoughts  having 
successfully  lured  him  away  upon  a  subject  congenial  to 
him,  he  became  suddenly  conscious  of  a  slight  noise  over- 
head. Glancing  up  he  saw  a  window  in  the  high  wall 
above  him  open  softly,  and  tapering  ringers,  their  nails 
dyed  a  brilliant  vermilion,  let  fall  a  shower  of  jessamine 
blossoms — the  yellow  stars  fell  upon  his  shoulders  and 
knees. 

The  jingle  of  bracelets  made  a  noisy  accompaniment  to  a 
shrill,  childish  laugh.  Dane  hurriedly  brushed  the  flowers 
from  his  coat,  and  as  he  glanced  up  at  the  window  he  was 
just  in  time  to  see  a  veiled  figure  draw  back,  as  if  in  fear 
of  detection,  into  the  dark  recess. 

The  next  moment  the  tinkling  sound  of  a  worn-out 
piano  and  the  shrill  notes  of  a  young  voice  singing  a 
popular  air  met  his  ears.  The  song  continued  for  some 
minutes,  when  it  ceased  abruptly,  and  a  shower  of  rose- 
leaves  came  fluttering  and  circling  through  the  air  till 
they  finally  came  to  rest  upon  the  marble  floor  at  his 
feet. 

"  Sunita,  you  little  witch,  where  are  you  ?  Come  down 
and  show  yourself.  I  want  to  speak  with  you." 

"La!  La  !  "  came  the  impatient  reply  from  the  window 
high  up  in  the  wall,  "  the  great  lord  Sahib  is  all  impatient 
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to  behold  the  most  beautiful  damsel  in  all  the  enchanting 
city  of  Nandapur."  The  voice  ran  gaily  on,  "  Yes,  yes  ! 
the  lord  Sahib  is  all  impatience  ;  but  wait,  wait !  all- 
powerful  father  of  the  people.  Little  Sunita  must  robe 
herself  in  her  most  festive  garment.  She  must  deck  herself 
with  flowers  and  perfume  her  hair  with  the  sweet  scent  of 
the  golden  lotus."  And  again  the  childish  laugh  echoed 
through  the  arches ;  it  disturbed  a  peacock  in  its  cage ; 
the  bird  screeched  in  annoyance  ;  some  tame  pigeons 
added  their  mournful  note  of  protest  to  the  clamour. 

Above  the  din,  the  quick,  pattering  sound  of  naked  feet 
and  the  jangle  of  numerous  bangles  was  heard  through  an 
open  doorway  beneath  the  casement,  and  a  young  Hindu 
girl,  with  large,  fawn-like  eyes  set  wide  apart  in  a  small, 
oval  face  of  ripe  wheat  colouring,  entered  the  apartment. 
The  full,  red  lips  were  parted  in  a  gay  smile  of  welcome, 
as  she  sprang  with  nimble  feet  across  the  gay  rugs  and 
flung  herself  at  the  feet  of  the  Englishman  in  mock  obeisance. 

Dane  gallantly  stretched  forth  his  hands  and  helped 
raise  her  to  her  feet.  She  came  and  rested  herself  against 
his  knee  ;  her  dark  eyes,  wide  open,  scanned  his  features. 

"  Well,  Sunita,  have  you  had  a  gay  day  ?  Have  you 
played  with  the  flowers,  and  made  garlands  of  the  sacred 
marigolds  to  deck  out  your  gods,  like  all  good  little  Hindu 
girls  do  ?  " 

Sunita  shook  her  head. 

"  I  am  not  a  little  girl,  lord  Sahib,  for,  although  I  play 
with  the  flowers  and  feed  my  pigeons  and  my  peacock  " — 
she  pointed  to  the  pigeons  perched  on  the  branches  of  the 
orange-tree,  and  to  the  peacock  strutting  to  and  fro  at  the 
far  end  of  the  hall — "  I  am  a  woman,  a  wife  who,  while 
her  husband  is  away  on  a  long  journey,  helps  her  father  the 
good  Abdulla,  the  wealthy  merchant  of  Nandapur,  with 
the  counting  and  valuing  of  both  his  jewels  and  his  rupees. 
La  !  La  !  Sahib,  I  count  all  day  " — she  touched  her 
fingers — "  one,  two,  three — all  rupees  and  jewels.  Wah  Ji ! 
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It  is  a  great  sight,  so  many  glistening  jewels,  so  many 
heavy  rupees." 

"  Has  Abdulla  brought  you  fresh  jewels  to  count, 
Sunita  ?  " 

Sunita  nodded  her  head  solemnly.  "  Yes,  lord  Sahib, 
each  day  fresh  jewels,  for  the  old  jewels  are  weighed  in 
the  scales  and  are  sold  to  the  noble  Rajput's  servants  who 
are  sent  by  then-  masters  to  buy  !  buy  up  all  the  jewels — 
crystals,  opals,  and  rubies." 

Dane  nodded  his  head,  but  his  eyes  had  narrowed  and 
a  covetous,  avaricious  look  had  crept  into  their  dark  depths. 
Little  Sunita,  the  child-wife,  babbled  on  like  an  ever- 
running  brook. 

"  Hast  thou  come  to  talk  with  my  father  Abdulla,  the 
wise  merchant  of  the  bazaar?  Would  thou  have  speech 
with  him  over  the  jewels  which  bazaar  gossip  has  said 
are  to  be  found  in  the  mystic  city  of  Kali's  Jewels — the 
city  where  the  Red  Goddess  reigns  and  where  none  dare 
dispute  her  sway  ?  Or  hast  thou  brought  with  thee  the 
rupees  thou  doth  owe  the  good  Abdulla  ?  " 

She  was  quick  and  imperative,  this  soft-eyed  Hindu 
girl,  but  the  greed  of  gold,  the  power  of  gain,  showed  in 
the  tightening  of  the  red  lips  and  the  hardness  of  the  line 
drawn  between  the  dark,  luminous  eyes. 

"  Some  day  thou  wilt  pay  that  which  thou  doth  owe  to 
the  good  Abdulla.  Will  the  day  be  soon  ?  Will  it  be 
to-morrow  ?  " 

Dane  shook  his  head  ;  he  had  a  stiff,  up-hill  game  to 
play  between  the  avaricious  father  and  his  precocious 
daughter,  within  whose  toils  he  had  foolishly  allowed  him- 
self to  be  entrapped.  For  Abdulla,  the  wealthy  merchant 
of  the  principal  bazaar  in  Nandapur,  was  well  known  from 
one  end  of  India  to  the  other  as  the  cleverest  rogue,  money- 
lender, and  receiver  of  stolen  goods  in  the  whole  of  India. 

"  Though  thou  hast  not  the  rupees,  yet  thou  wouldst 
have  word  with  my  father,  is  that  not  so  ?  " 
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Dane  nodded  his  head. 

"  The  hunchback  servant  has  taken  my  message  ;  I 
am  awaiting  his  return." 

Sunita's  eyes,  wide  open,  scanned  his  features. 

"  It  is  well."  She  paused,  her  twinkling  toes  played 
with  the  jessamine  blossoms.  "  And  the  White  Dove  thy 
woman — is  she  well  ?  " 

Dane  was  amused. 

"  She  is  well,"  he  replied. 

Sunita  pursed  up  her  lips. 

"  I  saw  thy  woman  as  she  drove  in  the  bazaar  from 
the  window  in  the  wall."  She  shook  her  head  reproach- 
fully, her  eyes  still  fastened  upon  him.  "  She  is  sorrowful. 
I  found  no  laughter  in  her  eyes,  and  her  lips  were  sad. 
She  was  like  unto  my  dove  whose  whig  is  broken.  She 
was  pale  like  the  moon,  and  cold  to  look  upon.  And 
although  the  sun  shone  she  felt  not  its  heat  and  loved 
not  its  glory.  What  hast  thou  done  to  her,  lord  Sahib, 
to  make  the  laughter  leave  her  eyes  ?  " 

"  You  seem  vastly  interested  in  my  property,  Sunita. 
What  have  I  done  to  my  wife  to  make  her  pale  and  sad  ? 
Ask  me  something  I  can  answer."  He  was  bored ;  the 
conversation  no  longer  interested  him. 

But  Sunita  was  not  easily  thus  silenced.  "  Is  it  because 
she  is  pale  as  the  moon,  and  still  and  cold  as  the  water  in 
the  hollows  beneath  the  heavy  shade  of  the  deodar-tree ; 
is  it  because  she  lacks  fire,  that  the  sun  has  not  touched 
her  cheeks  nor  passion  painted  the  lights  in  her  eyes  and 
turned  her  lips  hot  with  the  love  of  thee  ?  Is  it  because 
of  this  that  thou  art  out  of  patience  with  her  and  find  no 
pleasure  in  her  presence,  lord  Sahib  ?  " 

The  large  eyes  were  studying  his  face  intently.  Dane 
allowed  her  to  run  on,  her  earnestness  amused  him  and 
passed  the  waiting  moments  for  him. 

"  Thou  art  of  a  truth  no  white  lord  Sahib,"  she  broke 
out  impatiently,  touching  his  lean  brown  cheek  with  her 


Kali's  Jewels  105 

dyed  finger-tip.  "  For  these  Sahibs,  these  white  men, 
have  cheeks  grey  or  pale  like  the  sky  of  a  wet  dawn  in 
winter,  and  thou,  0  Protector  of  the  Poor,  hath  a  skin  as 
brown  as  the  coffee  berries  Pooran  the  grass-cutter  grinds 
in  the  mill,  to  make  the  sweet-scented  coffee  we  drink  at 
our  evening  meal. 

"  Fie  upon  thee  !  Fie  upon  thee  !  For  thou  hast  stolen 
the  sun-kissed  skin  of  the  lordly  Rajput  to  replace  that 
skin  which  the  moon  bestows  upon  the  pale  face — and  so 
with  thy  spirit,  thy  passion,  and  thy  love.  The  pale- 
faced  dove  thou  hast  taken  to  mate  is  too  cold,  too  passion- 
less for  thee.  She  has  no  power  in  her  cold  lips  to  stir  to 
its  depths  the  passion  of  thy  desire.  She  is  a  snowflake 
which  has  fallen  into  the  heart  of  a  grass  fire  and  has 
melted,  so  !  "  She  made  a  quick,  hissing  sound  between 
her  teeth. 

Dane  smiled  indulgently,  the  heavy,  jessamine-perfumed 
atmosphere,  the  softness  of  the  silk  cushions,  the  pleasing 
picture  of  the  beautiful  Hindu  girl,  were  all  congenial  to 
ease-loving  senses.  The  girl's  glib,  flattering  comparison 
between  himself  and  an  Indian  Rajput  tickled  his  vanity. 
Why  ?  It  was  difficult  to  understand ;  it  portrayed  a 
fatal  weakness  on  his  part  to  thus  appease  his  overweening 
conceit.  His  numerous  fellow-countrymen  would  have 
viewed  with  dismay  and  astonishment  his  eagerness  and 
acquiescence  in  being  thus  lightly  used  as  a  butt  in  this 
rhapsody  of  a  young  Hindu  girl's  wit. 

Sunita's  tongue  continued  to  roll  off  nonsense. 

"  O  my  lord  Sahib,  if  thou  wert  a  Rajput  I  would  robe 
thee  in  a  satin  coat — its  colour  ?  "  She  paused  and  con- 
sidered, her  mind  searching  for  the  most  beautiful  colour 
her  imagination  could  possibly  conjure  up.  "  The  colour 
would  be,"  she  said  at  length,  "  the  pure  blush  of  a  ripe 
peach."  She  clapped  her  hands,  the  heavy  gold  bangles 
on  her  arms  clanged  together  noisily,  the  ruby  ring  in  her 
cheek  sparkled  and  flashed,  her  eyes  danced  withexcitement. 
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"  Sunita  is  clever,  Sahib,"  she  challenged  him,  "  for 
upon  thy  head  she  would  place  the  royal  turban  of  a  Rajput, 
with  a  brooch  of  sapphires  from  which  would  hang  two 
drop  pearls.  Yea,  and  around  thy  neck  a  chain  of  emeralds, 
and  about  thy  loins  a  girdle  of  rubies." 

"  And  a  dagger,"  interrupted  Dane.  An  astonishing 
sight,  an  Englishman  revelling  in  a  sketch — so  lightly 
drawn,  but  drawn  it  was — of  himself  depicted  as  an 
Oriental  potentate.  Had  Dane  completely  forgotten  him- 
self, or  was  any  sop  acceptable  so  long  as  his  vanity  was 
appeased.  Or  was  it  the  atmosphere  he  himself  created 
in  those  about  him  to  identify  him  thus  closely  with  the 
oriental.  He  was  tall  and  slight ;  his  hands  and  feet 
were  small ;  his  eyes  were  dark  ;  so  also  his  hair ;  his 
skin  was  sallow  ;  there  was  a  slight  gliding  movement  in 
his  walk.  But  Sunita,  the  daughter  of  the  wealthy 
merchant  Abdulla,  was  speaking. 

"  Yes,  lord  Sahib,  a  dagger  encrusted  with  the  rarest 
jewels  of  Peshawar.  And  the  great  god  Siva,  he  who  holds 
the  destiny  of  man  in  the  hollow  of  his  hand,  shall  bestow 
upon  thee  the  royal  gift  of  friendship — a  piece  of  betel- 
nut  wrapped  in  a  leaf  of  gold."  Sunita  took  from  the 
folds  of  her  red  silk  saree  a  small  packet. 

Dane  watched  her,  with  an  unfathomable  expression  in 
his  eyes,  unfold  the  tissue-paper  and  present  the  contents 
of  the  packet  to  him.  He  took  it,  and  slowly  unfolded 
the  gold  leaf,  when  a  piece  of  betel-nut  came  to  view. 

"  Place  it  in  thy  mouth  and  chew  it,"  Sunita  cried  eagerly. 
"  Then  shalt  thou  indeed  be  a  Rajput  and  the  friend  of 
Sunita." 

But  a  storm  of  passion  swept  his  brain. 

"  Curse  you,  you  little  hell-witch,  I  am  no  damned 
native."  He  pushed  her  roughly  from  him  ;  her  foot 
caught  in  an  upturned  corner  of  the  rug  and  she  fell  heavily 
to  the  floor.  "  It's  Philip  Dane,  my  cousin,  who  has  native 
blood  in  his  veins,  curse  him,"  he  muttered,  flinging  the 
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piece  of  betel-nut  into  the  far  end  of  the  courtyard.  The 
moments  passed,  but  still  Sunita  did  not  move.  Dane 
leaned  forward  and  looked  at  her. 

"  Sunita,"  he  said  harshly,  "  get  up,  you  little  fool." 
He  tried  to  rouse  her  with  his  foot. 

"  It  was  your  father  Abdulla  and  Pooran  the  grass- 
cutter  I  came  to  see,  not  you,  or  to  listen  to  your  foolish 
chatter." 

Again  he  thrust  at  the  inert  figure  lying  upon  the  rug 
with  his  foot. 

"  Get  up  instantly." 

His  eyes  ran  swiftly  round  the  sumptuously  furnished 
chamber ;  there  were  many  doors,  with  passages  leading 
in  many  directions  ;  there  were  casements  high  up  in  the 
walls ;  he  felt  they  contained  veiled  figures  and  that  eyes 
were  focused  upon  him  from  behind  these  veils. 

"  What  in  the  devil's  name  did  Sunita  mean  by  faint- 
ing ?  "  he  muttered  below  his  breath. 

The  peacock  had  halted  in  its  strutting  and  preening 
and  was  watching  him.  The  mournful  pigeons  had  settled 
on  a  perch  and  had  their  heads  turned  towards  him — 
their  soft  eyes  watched  him  also. 

The  silence  of  the  place  was  becoming  intolerable.  He 
clapped  his  hands,  but  no  one  came  in  response  to  his 
summons.  He  began  to  pace  the  chamber  in  important 
strides.  He  would  not  touch  Sunita ;  he  felt  the  whole 
performance  was  a  sham,  and  that  he  was  the  victim  of  a 
trick  to  frighten  him  into  forming  further  liabilities  with 
the  girl's  father.  He  already  owed  a  large  sum  of  money 
to  Sunita's  father — so  large,  indeed,  that  he  knew  he 
himself  was  thoroughly  incapable  of  ever  paying  back 
even  half  of  what  he  owed.  He  had  waited  impatiently 
the  advent  of  his  cousin,  Philip  Dane.  For  he  intended 
making  use  of  the  latter  with  regard  to  these  same  debts. 
He  had  no  compunction  in  picking  his  cousin's  pockets. 
For  was  it  not  the  privilege  of  rich  relations  to  be  in  the 
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enviable  position  of  being  able  to  help  those  less  fortunate 
than  themselves.  No  doubt  Eric  Dane  would  have  had 
another  argument  if  the  case  had  been  reversed  and  he 
the  possessor  of  his  cousin's  wealth. 

There  was  something  tigerish  in  his  gliding  movements 
as  he  paced  the  marble  courtyard  or  hall  of  audience. 
His  tread,  although  impatient,  was  noiseless,  and  was 
feline  in  its  swiftness. 

At  length,  after  pacing  the  room  some  dozen  times,  a 
slight  noise  behind  him  arrested  his  attention  ;  he  turned 
sharply  about  to  find  the  hunchback  servant  standing 
impassively  over  the  inert  figure  of  the  Hindu  girl.  The 
servant's  dark,  furtive  eyes  were  fixed  upon  him ;  the 
thin  lips  were  drawn  back  from  the  stained  teeth  in  a 
wolfish  leer. 

A  flush  of  anger  rose  instantly  to  Dane's  face  at  the 
insolence  of  the  man's  attitude,  but  for  once  he  held 
himself  well  in  hand,  for  the  situation  was  one  which 
necessitated  great  care  in  the  handling. 

"  You  have  taken  a  long  time  to  deliver  my  message." 
He  spoke  evenly,  without  seeming  to  notice  the  man's 
attitude  or  to  be  troubled  or  affected  in  any  way  by  the 
strange  situation — the  unconscious  figure  of  the  girl — 
which  might  implicate  him. 

"  What  reply  have  you  brought  me  from  your  master  ?  " 
Dane  spoke  fluently  in  Hindustani.  "  And  now  that  you 
are  here,  why  do  you  not  deliver  your  message,  and  not 
stand  there  looking  at  me  like  a  jibbering  monkey.  Speak 
out  at  once,  else  I  will  beat  you  within  an  inch  of  your 
life." 

In  two  strides  he  was  at  the  man's  side,  and  stood 
towering  over  the  deformed  figure  as  if  he  would  crush  it 
in  a  moment,  as  one  would  a  venomous  insect. 

But  the  hunchback  did  not  quail ;  the  insolent  manner 
remained  to  taunt  the  white  man  into  an  ungovernable 
passion.  Dane  raised  his  fist,  but  the  look  in  the  dark, 
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furtive  eyes  of  cunning  accusation  warned  him  to  hold 
himself  still  further  in  hand. 

"  Listen,  lord  Sahib."  The  insolence  was  modified,  for, 
however  daring  and  defiant,  or  however  strong  the  situa- 
tion, the  white  man  still  had  power  to  quell  to  a  certain 
extent,  even  though  respect  had  long  since  sunk  into 
abeyance,  for  the  hunchback  servant  of  the  wealthy 
Abdulla,  moneylender  and  merchant,  was  quick  to  discover 
the  weakness  in  Dane's  character.  But  in  spite  of  this, 
and  even  though  he  was  a  white  man,  the  hunchback 
had  never  the  same  respect  for  this  man,  his  master's 
friend,  as  he  had  for  the  other  Sahibs  who  had  fallen  a 
victim  to  AbduUa's  persuasive  tongue  and  lengthy  purse. 

Why,  he  could  not  tell,  except  perhaps  there  was  an 
unfathomable  something,  a  strange  unaccountable  recog- 
nition of  an  equalisation — not  in  position,  but  of  fraternity 
— between  them.  He  did  not  feel  that  the  Dane  Sahib 
was  of  the  alien  race  ;  he  felt  in  him  the  familiarity  of  his 
own,  and  therefore  his  respect  differed  to  what  it  would 
have  been  in  his  dealings  with  one  whom  he  recognised 
as  being  wholly  belonging  to  that  other  race. 


CHAPTER  IX 

"  LISTEN,  lord  Sahib,"  he  repeated,  as  Dane  paused 
before  him,  his  eyes  red  with  suppressed  anger,  "  for  it  is 
good  that  thou  shouldst  hear  this  story,  the  story  of  Anita 
the  fair,  she  who  was  of  the  village  of  Diroo,  in  one  of  the 
most  secluded  valleys  of  the  mighty  Himalayas,  touching 
the  forest  of  the  TeYai." 

"  What  has  this  story  to  do  with  me  ?  "  Dane  replied 
angrily.  "  Give  me  your  master's  message.  I  have  waited 
long  enough  for  it  in  all  patience.  Speak,  tell  me  at  once, 
else  I  will  make  it  worse  for  you,  you  twisted  piece  of 
humanity.  Your  mind  is  as  cracked  as  your  body  and  as 
evil  as  your  ways.  Speak  !  "  and  he  caught  the  hunchback 
by  his  bony  shoulder  and  shook  him  roughly. 

"  All  in  good  time,  Sahib,"  was  the  servant's  reply, 
when  Dane  had  released  him.  He  spoke  quietly,  but  his 
eyes  shot  evil  sparks  of  vindictive  hatred  :  "I  must  tell 
the  story  first — it  has  to  do  with  you,  Sahib."  His  eyes 
fell  meaningly  upon  Sunita.  The  girl  was  conscious ; 
in  his  anger  Dane  had  refrained  from  glancing  in  her  direc- 
tion since  the  entrance  upon  the  scene  of  the  hunchback 
servant.  Although  fully  conscious  the  girl  remained 
quite  still,  her  eyes  half  closed,  so  that  she  was  able  to 
watch  the  little  drama  unfolding  itself  before  her.  If 
Dane  had  been  more  on  his  guard  he  would  have  quickly 
detected  the  little  by-play  between  the  two  conspirators. 

"  Anita  was  beautiful,  lord  Sahib,  so  beautiful  that  she 
even  found  grace  in  the  eyes  of  the  lord  Sahibs  and  their 
shikaris,  who  stood  and  watched  her  as  she  passed  them, 
carrying  the  loads  of  firewood  she  had  gathered  in  the 
forest,  on  her  head,  to  her  father's  hut."  The  hunchback 
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spoke  rapidly,  for  the  white  man's  impatience  was  becoming 
all  too  apparent,  and  there  were  only  a  few  moments  left 
him  to  tell  the  story.  His  eyes  were  even  now  fixed 
expectantly  upon  the  doorway  through  which  his  master, 
Abdulla,  would  come  to  hold  the  promised  interview  with 
the  Sahib. 

"  Yes,  lord  Sahib,  for  there  were  many  lord  Sahibs  who 
came  with  their  shikaris  and  bearers  and  beaters,  for  on 
the  edge  of  the  Terai  there  are  numerous  chitas,  janwars 
and  others. 

"  Hd,  Ji !  the  T^ral  is  full  of  sport  for  the  Sahibs,"  he 
smiled  sarcastically.  "  It  happened  one  day  that  a  Sahib 
and  his  shikari  pitched  their  camp  by  the  beaten  track 
leading  through  the  jungle  to  Anita's  father's  hut. 

"  With  the  fall  of  the  evening  shadows  Anita  came  to 
drive  the  milch  cow  home  to  milk,  and  the  Sahib's  eyes 
beheld  the  beauty  of  the  maiden  as  she  passed  him  in  the 
dusk  of  the  evening  on  the  jungle  path. 

"  And  from  that  evening  and  for  many  evenings  to 
follow,  the  Sahib  came  and  watched  by  the  jungle  path. 
And  Anita,  as  was  her  custom,  drove  the  milch  cow  home 
through  the  dusk. 

"  And  then  there  came  one  evening  when  Anita's  hus- 
band, Motee,  came  home  ;  for  he  had  been  down  to  a  city 
on  the  plains  to  buy  seed  for  his  field,  for  he  was  a  farmer. 
The  next  evening  the  Sahib  came  as  usual  and  watched 
by  the  beaten  track,  but  Anita  came  not,  and  the  milch 
cow  was  driven  home  by  an  urchin  who  li ved  in  the  village 
beyond  Anita's  father's  hut. 

"  The  Sahib's  shikari  came  later  to  where  the  Sahib  sat 
smoking  by  the  grass  fire  in  the  dusk  of  the  evening. 

'  Sahib,'  he  said,  and  there  was  a  great  fear  in  his 
voice,  and  his  eyes  rolled  in  terror.  '  In  the  house  of 
Anita,  the  damsel  who  walked  the  path  through  the  jungle 
at  eve  and  drove  her  father's  milch  cow  home  through  the 
dusk,  there  is  much  weeping  and  sorrow.  I  listen  with 
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my  ear  close  to  the  thatch  of  the  roof  and  I  heard  the 
voice  of  Anita  crying,  crying  so  much  that  my  heart 
turned  to  water  at  the  sound  of  so  much  grief,  and  I  called 
to  the  maiden,  for  I  knew  from  her  voice  and  her  words 
that  she  was  alone. 

"  And  I  said,  '  What  ails  thee,  Anita ;  tell  me  that  I 
may  go  to  the  Sahib,  who  will  be  grieved  at  your  sorrow.' 
As  the  sound  of  my  voice  reached  her,  Anita  ceased  her 
weeping  and  came  close  to  the  hole  in  the  thatch,  so  close, 
Sahib,  that  I  could  feel  her  breath  blowing  upon  my  ear, 
and  I  held  it  close  so  that  nought  might  escape  me. 

'  Is  it  thou,  Nanna  ?  ' — for  that  was  the  name  of  the 
shikari,  spoke  Anita,  and  her  voice  was  faint  for  much 
weeping.  And  I  said  '  Yes,  it  is  I,  Nanna,  the  shikari 
of  the  lord  Sahib  whose  tent  is  pitched  by  the  path  in  the 
jungle.'  Then  I  heard  terror  in  her  voice,  and  misery  as 
if  her  heart  was  broken. 

'  Tell  the  Sahib  to  go  quickly,  while  there  is  yet  time, 
to  flee  from  the  jungle  and  to  leave  the  path  which  leads 
from  thence  to  my  father's  hut,  to-night,  for  there  be  those 
who  will  rest  not  by  day  or  night  till  they  have  taken  the 
lord  Sahib's  life.'  This  I  heard  without  emotion,"  con- 
tinued Nanna,  the  shikari,  for  it  was  the  sorrow  and  shame 
in  Anita's  voice  which  troubled  me  sorely,  Sahib. 

"  '  Of  thyself,  tell  me  quickly,  Anita,  for  if  thou  art  in 
trouble,  the  lord  Sahib  will  on  no  account  quit  the  path 
by  the  jungle  nor  will  he  leave  the  jungle  at  all  till  thou 
art  safe  and  happy,  Anita.'  The  Sahib  nodded  his  head, 
while  his  fingers  gripped  the  revolver  at  his  side.  He  bade 
the  shikari  continue. 

"  Then  Anita  fell  weeping  afresh,  so  that  her  words  would 
not  come.  I  spoke  kindly  to  her,  she  became  quiet  again. 

"  '  Tell  me  quickly,  for  the  Sahib  will  be  angry  if  I  stay 
away  so  long  from  the  camp.' 

"  '  Art  thou  listening,  Nanna  ?  '  she  cried,  and  I  said 
'  Yea,  I  listen,  little  one.'  '  Nanna,'  she  breathed  quickly  ; 
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I  felt  she  would  swoon  away  and  I  should  not  hear  what 
she  had  to  tell.  '  Anita,  tell  me  quickly,  thou  hast  naught 
to  fear.  Where  is  thy  father,  can  he  not  comfort  thee  ?  ' 

"  Again  she  wept.  '  My  father  has  gone  on  a  journey  ; 
I  know  not  when  he  will  return,  and  when  he  does  he  will 
have  no  love  for  me  in  his  heart,  but  will  turn  me  away. 
O  Nanna,  evil  has  befallen  me.  My  husband  has  returned, 
and  because  he  saw  me  speaking  with  the  Sahib  in  the  dusk 
on  the  path  through  the  jungle,  his  rage  was  so  great  that 
it  killed  all  the  love  he  had  had  in  his  heart  for  his  little 
Anita.  I  threw  myself  at  his  feet ;  I  called  the  gods  to 
witness  my  faithfulness,  but  he  would  have  none  of  me. 
And  in  his  rage  he  took  his  knife,  O  Nanna,  my  heart  will 
burst  with  grief.'  She  wept,  I  could  not  hear  what  she  said, 
but  at  last  I  heard  one  word  :  '  Nakti !  '  I  fell  from 
the  hole  in  the  thatch  to  the  ground  in  despair  and  beat 
my  head  with  my  fists,  but  I  knew  I  could  do  nothing. 
So  I  have  come,  lord  Sahib,  at  great  speed  through  the 
jungle  ;  my  limbs  are  torn  and  bleeding,  for  I  followed 
not  the  path,  I  came  by  a  quicker  way.  We  must  be 
gone,  and  leave  this  accursed  spot  before  the  moon  rises 
above  the  ridge,  for  the  dacoits  of  the  jungle  will  be  upon 
us,  and  who  shall  save  us,  for  they  are  many  in  number 
and  we  are  but  two. 

"  The  lord  Sahib  was  not  content  till  Nanna  the  shikari 
had  explained  to  him  the  meaning,  Sahib,  of  the  word 
which  had  fallen  from  Anita's  lips." 

"  And  the  meaning  ?  "  Dane  was  interested  in  spite  of 
himself. 

"  When  the  lord  Sahib  heard  the  meaning,  Sahib,  he 
commanded  Nanna  the  shikari  to  pack  up  their  tents  at 
once,  and  they  took  their  departure  with  all  speed,  before 
the  moon  rose  above  the  ridge  ;  the  Sahib,  horror-stricken 
at  what  he  had  heard  had  happened " 

"  And  what  had  happened  ?  You  have  not  told  me  the 
meaning  of  the  word '  Nakti ! " '  Dane  broke  in  impatiently. 

XiK 


H4  Kali's  Jewels 


"  Sahib,  when  a  woman  is  found  unfaithful,  her  husband 
has  the  right  to  inflict  a  punishment  by  which  she  becomes 
Nakti — that  is  noseless."  Without  a  pause,  he  ran  on  : 
"  Sunita's  husband  returns  home  to-day.  She  may  receive 
that  same  punishment." 

The  insinuation  in  the  soft,  even  voice,  unfounded  as  it 
was,  lashed  Eric  Dane  into  a  white  heat  of  passion.  His 
hand  shot  out  and  closed  upon  the  throat  of  the  hunchback, 
Sunita  scrambled  to  her  feet  and  ran  screaming  from  the 
apartment. 

Dane  did  not  realise  fully  the  power  of  his  lithe  but 
muscular  fingers  ;  the  hunchback's  protruding  eyes,  as 
his  grasp  tightened  upon  the  man's  throat,  should  have 
warned  him  of  the  danger  he  ran  of  choking  him,  but  his 
rage  had  gone  past  all  control.  For  once  in  his  life  he  was 
innocent  of  the  accusation  thus  brought  against  him, 
as  instantly  there  had  been  revealed  to  his  astonished 
gaze  the  trap  which  had  been  so  carefully  arranged  for 
him.  His  injured  feelings,  also  the  thought  that  he  had 
openly  been  made  the  victim  of  a  carefully  arranged  plot 
between  these  people  whom  he  had  looked  upon  as  tools, 
exasperated  him  beyond  all  bounds  of  reason. 

With  a  foul  oath  he  flung  the  limp  figure  of  the  hunchback 
from  him ;  it  fell  with  a  dull  thud  upon  the  marble  floor. 
Instantly  the  apartment  became  filled  with  an  excited 
crowd  of  natives  gesticulating  and  talking  at  the  top  of 
their  voices.  In  the  midst  of  the  confusion  a  servant 
came  through  the  doorway  opposite  to  where  Dane  stood. 
He  cleared  the  way  roughly  through  the  throng  with  a 
staff ;  he  was  followed  by  a  gorgeously-robed  Hindu  of 
portly  build  who  wore  a  long,  flowing,  white  beard. 

This  elderly  Hindu  spoke  for  some  seconds  with  a  servant 
whom  Dane  had  noticed  closely  inspecting  the  inert  figure 
of  the  hunchback.  Then  the  former  turned  to  the  English- 
man, who  stood  inwardly  raging  and  fuming  at  his  own 
stupidity ;  the  merchant  Abdulla,  for  it  was  he,  quickly 
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apprised  him,  by  a  quick  change  of  manner,  of  the 
irretrievable  step  his  temper  had  betrayed  him  into 
taking. 

"  My  servant  tells  me  that  Nuzzar  the  hunchback  is 
dead,"  Abdulla  remarked  casually,  addressing  Dane.  "  I 
have  given  commands  for  his  body  to  be  taken  away ; 
it  will  be  thrown  into  the  river  as  all  carrion  is,  and  will 
be  forgotten.  You  wished  to  speak  to  me  ?  "  he  continued, 
as  with  a  swift  motion  of  his  hand,  to  the  servant  who 
carried  the  staff,  he  thereby  denoted  a  wish  for  the  apart- 
ment to  be  cleared  at  once.  His  wish  was  quickly  complied 
with,  and  the  crowd  dispersed,  the  dead  body  of  Nuzzar 
the  hunchback  being  thrown  across  a  man's  back  as  one 
would  carry  a  sack  of  potatoes,  and  after  much  scurrying 
of  naked  feet  and  noise  of  many  chattering  tongues,  the 
apartment  was  cleared.  For  the  moment  Dane  was  almost 
too  bewildered  to  do  anything,  but  feel  the  full  horror 
and  danger  of  his  position.  He  had  had  not  the  slightest 
intention  of  taking  the  man's  life.  His  uncontrollable 
fits  of  passion  gave  him  strength  of  which  in  his  saner 
moments  he  was  thoroughly  unaware.  His  mind  sought 
instantly  for  a  solution.  To  bribe  Abdulla  to  silence  would 
be  a  difficult  task,  as  he  was  already  in  the  merchant's 
debt  to  the  extent  of  some  thousands  of  pounds,  a  debt 
which  in  his  present  position  he  was  totally  incapable  of 
meeting. 

"  You  sent  for  me,  as  you  had  a  message  to  deliver  ?  " 
The  merchant's  sleek  voice  broke  in  upon  his  meditations. 

Dane  was  not  too  overcome  with  the  full  danger  of  his 
position  to  notice  the  omission  of  the  word  "  Sahib." 

"  I  have  come,"  continued  Abdulla,  "  to  hear  what  you 
have  to  tell  me." 

Although  Dane  felt  no  compunction  in  that  he  had 
taken  the  life  of  a  fellow-creature — in  one  of  his  ungovern- 
able fits  of  passion — or  whether  his  action,  bearing  in  mind 
the  trick  that  had  been  played  upon  him,  even  though  it 
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in  no  way  warranted  such  drastic  measures  as  he  had  meted 
out,  his  chief  grievance  was  that  through  his  own  lack  of 
self-control  he  had  played  deliberately  into  the  hands  of 
this  man  Abdulla — he  whom  he  had  set  himself  the  task 
of  deliberately  turning  into  his  dupe  had  in  turn  turned 
the  tables  upon  him.  The  thought  filled  him  with  bitter 
mortification  and  dismay.  He  felt  helpless  to  cope  with 
the  situation,  yet  his  ever  active  and  unscrupulous  mind 
was  busy  now,  employed  upon  a  course  in  which  he  could 
demand  Abdulla's  silence,  and  still  retain  leadership  in 
the  great  game  of  chance  both  the  merchant  and  he  were 
partners  in. 

It  had  now  indeed  become  a  game  of  cat  and  mouse, 
and  Abdulla,  the  suave  merchant  of  untold  wealth,  who 
chuckled  inwardly  at  the  fruition  of  his  well-laid  plans, 
was  content  to  placidly  play  the  cat  to  his  heart's  content, 
gloating  brazenly  over  the  discomfiture  of  the  man  whom 
he  had  for  the  time  being  beaten. 

"  I  am  afraid  my  news  is  of  little  or  no  importance, 
Abdulla,"  Dane  replied,  throwing  himself  once  again  on 
to  the  gorgeously-draped  divan.  He  was  not  off  his  guard 
by  the  merchant's  quick  disposal  of  the  servant's  body, 
and  the  cool  way  in  which  he  had  treated  the  tragedy 
which  had  just  taken  place  beneath  his  roof.  Even  though 
life  was  treated  in  a  haphazard,  easy  way,  a  servant  to 
disappear  at  any  odd  time  would  not  cause  much  comment 
— he  had  not  obeyed  orders  ;  the  river  was  wide  and 
deep  ;  who  cared  for  the  authorities  ;  there  was  plenty  of 
dust  to  throw  in  their  eyes,  even  though  it  was  the  wet 
season  and  the  rain  fell  in  torrents  ;  yet  it  was  a  weapon 
in  the  merchant's  hands. 

"  I  come  in  answer  to  your  request,  Abdulla,"  con- 
tinued the  white  man.  "  Your  servant  said  you  wished  to 
see  me  to-night,  so  I  concluded  you  were  desirous  of 
discovering  the  possibility  of  the  existence  of  some  jewels 
report  has  it  are  to  be  found  in  the  crown  of  the  goddess 
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Kali,  in  the  ruined  city  of  Kali's  Jewels  in  the  heart  of  the 
Te*rai." 

"  Yes  !  Yes  !  "  was  Abdulla's  eager  reply  :  the  stolidity 
of  his  countenance  had  vanished  at  the  mention  of  the  word 
"  jewels,"  and  was  replaced  by  a  cunning,  greedy,  avaricious 
look  which  quickly  transformed  the  otherwise  benignity 
of  countenance  into  a  thing  of  evil  emotions,  full  of  the 
greed  of  gain  ;  not  for  what  it  could  purchase,  but  for  the 
love  of  possession.  Dane's  fingers,  too,  itched  to  finger 
those  jewels,  the  magnificence  of  which  had  filtered  down 
through  the  bazaar,  a  tale  told  in  which  men  of  any  descrip- 
tion and  walk  in  life  had  interest,  an  interest  which 
considered  no  barrier  insurmountable,  no,  not  even  that 
of  blood. 

Abdulla  leaned  forward  and  placed  his  dark  claw-like 
hand,  with  its  stained  finger  nails,  familiarly  upon  Dane's 
shoulder ;  the  latter  tried  to  draw  away ;  this  unwar- 
rantable freedom  of  touch  filled  him  with  indignation, 
but  the  merchant's  fingers  were  like  fingers  of  steel  gripping 
into  his  flesh. 

"  I  have  that  to  tell  thee  that  will  cause  thine  eyes  to 
start  from  thy  head  with  astonishment  and  incredulity ; 
for  it  has  been  brought  to  my  ears  from  a  source  in  which 
I  find  no  reason  to  discredit  that  the  city  that  thou  and 
I  have  been  long  in  finding,  and  of  which  we  have  had  many 
false  reports,  does  exist,  and  that  the  jewels  are  there, 
Sahib."  In  his  eagerness  and  excitement  Abdulla  talked 
past  himself.  "  The  story  of  the  ruined  city  of  Kali's 
Jewels  is  no  fable,  it  is  no  bazaar  story,  invented  to  wile 
away  the  tedious  hours  of  noonday  heat  or  help  pass  the 
chilly  moments  spent  by  the  winter  grass  fire,  when  men 
have  lost  their  sight  by  staring  into  its  red  heart  to  find 
tales  to  weave. 

"  No,  the  city  of  Kali's  Jewels  lies  in  the  heart  of  the 
TeYai ;  it  has  its  existence  beyond  swamp  and  jungle,  in 
that  forest  where  only  brave  men  have  the  courage  to 
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traverse  its  treacherous  paths.  Yea,  and  the  Red  Goddess 
sits,  as  she  did  of  yore,  with  hands  and  arms  upraised, 
but  now  not  in  blessing,  but  in  curses.  Yea,  and  in  her 
hands  are  the  weapons  which  deal  out  disease  and  de- 
struction upon  those  who  dare  to  set  the  alien  foot  within 
the  sacred  wall  of  her  beloved  city."  Abdulla  paused  ; 
his  fingers  twisted  the  jewelled  rings  upon  his  lean,  brown 
hand,  his  small,  cunning  eyes  glowed  red  ;  his  thin  nostrils 
tightened  ;  his  voice  sunk  almost  to  a  whisper  : 

"  And  the  jewels,  Dane  Sahib,  the  jewels  that  we,  thou 
and  I,  have  longed  to  finger  and  to  weigh  in  our  scales, 
are  there.  Yes,  Sahib,  twinkling  in  the  moonlight — 
crystals  of  pure  water,  opals  of  fire,  and  rubies  of  blood." 

"  How  do  you  know  ?  "  Dane  had  shaken  off  the  claw- 
like  grip  of  the  merchant's  lean  fingers.  Here,  too,  was  a 
transformation  ;  the  dark  eyes  glittered  with  avaricious 
keenness  and  greed,  the  lips  were  drawn  in  thin,  cruel 
lines,  the  nostrils  were  drawn  and  tight.  The  similarity 
between  the  faces  was  startling  in  its  accuracy  as  eyes 
met  eyes. 

"  How  doth  Abdulla  the  merchant  know  ?  "  The  voice 
held  mocking  notes. 

"  Pooran  the  grass-cutter  has  returned,  and  with  him 
has  come  yet  another,  upon  whose  statement  I  can  place 
full  reliance." 

"  Does  this  one  know  where  the  city  is  to  be  found  ? 
Has  he  a  chart  giving  routes  which  can  be  followed  ?  " 

Abdulla  shook  his  head ;  his  dark,  shifty  eyes  were 
fastened  upon  Dane. 

"  I  know  nought  of  charts  or  routes  or  directions.  I 
know  only  that  the  city  is  in  existence,  and  is  to  be  found 
in  the  forest  of  the  deadly  Terai,  and  that  the  jewels  are 
there  in  the  keeping  of  the  Red  Goddess  Kali.  These 
jewels  can  become  the  property  of  those  to  whom  Siva 
gives  the  power  of  courage  and  endurance  to  overcome  the 
evils  of  the  forest  and  to  defy  the  goddess  in  her  city ; 
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the  jewels  are  his — the  man  who  can  face  all  evils  with 
courage.  Each  jewel  is  worth  1,000,000  rupees  and  more. 
I  have  been  told  that  they  are  indeed  priceless." 

Dane  nodded  his  head ;  once  again  during  the  event 
his  wits  went  wool-gathering,  for  he  failed  to  note  the 
curious,  intent  expression  in  the  merchant's  eyes. 

"  What  are  your  plans,  Abdulla  ?  "  Somehow  Dane's 
interests  in  the  much  discussed  city  and  its  image,  wherein 
was  stored,  according  to  certain  statements,  wealth  the 
amount  of  which  was  almost  beyond  human  conception, 
had  diminished.  He  found  his  mind  constantly  harping 
back  to  the  scene  just  enacted,  in  which  he  had  played  the 
most  prominent  part ;  the  sight  of  the  slight,  deformed 
figure  and  the  huge,  turbaned  head,  the  protruding  eyes, 
and  later  the  crumpled  heap  lying  lifeless  at  his  feet, 
caused  the  thought  of  the  treasures  he  had  so  long  sought 
to  finger  to  dwindle  into  insignificance  before  the  con- 
demnation of  his  own  conscience.  Abdulla's  eyes  never 
left  his  face  ;  he  seemed  to  read  the  white  man's  thoughts 
as  he  replied  in  a  calm,  even  voice  : 

"  My  plans,  Dane  Sahib,  are  simple  ones,  so  simple  that 
the  telling  of  them  will  occupy  but  a  few  moments ;  but 
by  these  simple  plans,  within  a  few  months,  I  shall  become 
the  possessor  of  the  jewels.  I  shall  weigh  in  my  scales  in 
this  apartment  the  priceless  diamonds  that  later  shall 
adorn  the  royal  red  turban  of  a  noble  Rajput — the  opals 
for  his  neck-chain  and  the  rubies  and  jade  for  his  girdle 
and  dagger."  The  dark,  restless  eyes  glistened  with 
anticipation. 

"  How  will  you  procure  the  jewels  ?  I  would  say,  how 
will  you  rob  the  Red  Kali  of  her  treasures,  if  the  way  to  the 
city  is  so  beset  with  danger,  with  fever  from  the  deadly 
swamp,  wild  beasts,  and  the  curse  of  the  Red  Goddess  to 
bar  the  way  ?  " 

Dane's  interests  were  suddenly  alive  ;  he  cast  the  picture 
which  kept  so  persistently  assailing  him  and  coming  before 
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his  eyes,  of  that  crumpled  heap  of  humanity,  behind  him, 
and  was  again  for  the  moment  all  eagerness  to  hear  the 
merchant's  plans. 

"  That  is  for  thee  to  decide,  Dane  Sahib."  Abdulla 
was  all  suavity.  "  My  plans — the  telling  of  which  will 
take  but  a  few  moments — are  these  :  Thou  shalt  procure 
the  jewels,  Dane  Sahib,  and  bring  them  to  me  here,  to  this 
dwelling  house,  to  the  city  of  Nandapur.  I  will  give  thee 
a  good  price,  Sahib,  and  I  will  no  longer  bring  the  chit 
for  the  money  thou  dost  already  owe  me  against  you. 
On  the  day  thou  dost  place  the  jewels  in  my  hands  then 
shalt  thou  be  free  !  " 

Astonishment  at  the  bland  suavity  of  the  man  held 
Dane's  tongue  in  silence.  He  stared  into  the  dark,  narrow 
face,  with  its  restless,  dark  eyes  and  the  stained  teeth, 
which  showed  between  the  thin  lips  that  were  set  in  a  grin 
of  expectancy  and  satisfaction. 

"  The  proposition  you  offer  is  preposterous  !  The  whole 
thing  is  impossible  !  "  The  words  burst  from  Dane's  lips 
in  a  fury  of  indignation.  "  It  is  not  usual  for  a  man  of 
your  standing  to  make  sport  of  your  friends  thus." 

But  the  merchant  interrupted  with  raised  hands,  palms 
outward,  while,  with  calm  words  flowing  from  an  oily 
tongue,  he  made  pretence  at  calming  his  guest's  agitation. 

"  Why  preposterous,  this  plan  of  mine,  Dane  Sahib  ? 
Pooran  the  grass-cutter  has  returned  after  a  journey  of 
many  days  from  a  village  in  the  jungle  which  fringes  the 
forest  of  the  Terai ;  also  with  him  is  another  whom  we  can 
both  trust ;  both  men  have  brought  back  with  them  strange 
reports,  true  reports,  for  they  have  discovered  that  the 
city  of  Kali's  Jewels  in  the  heart  of  the  Terai  is  twelve 
days  journey  from  the  borderland.  I  will  give  you  these 
two  men  ;  day  and  night  they  will  do  your  will.  I  will 
put  money,  many  rupees,  in  your  pocket  to  fit  you  for 
your  journey.  What  can  I  do  more  ?  The  rest  is  easy." 
He  shrugged  his  shoulders. 
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Dane  rose  to  his  feet  and  began  pacing  the  marble  floor 
of  the  chamber  with  quick,  uneven  steps. 

"  It  is  all  very  well  to  say  that  the  city  of  Kali's  Jewels 
is  twelve  days'  journey  from  the  borderland.  There  may  be 
a  thousand  cities  the  same  distance  away.  But  how  am 
I  to  know  if  it  lies  to  the  north  or  south  or  east  ?  "  He 
felt  that  there  was  ranged  against  him  unseen  forces 
compelling  him  to  accept  the  challenge  thus  thrown  down 
by  the  wily  Abdulla.  Beside  the  Terai,  the  terrible  Hima- 
laya marshes,  with  their  heavy  atmosphere  saturated  with 
poison  distilled  from  the  venomous  plants  grown  in  its 
depth,  was  a  haunt  of  the  vital  malaria  germ,  to  say 
nothing  of  the  wild  beasts  and  reptiles  of  a  most  deadly 
species,  the  python  and  black  cobra.  Dane  knew  he  would 
find  it  a  difficulty  to  get  bearers  to  accompany  him  on  such 
a  journey,  with  such  a  destination  in  view.  The  desire 
for  the  much  cherished  jewels,  which  had  been  dangled 
so  often  before  his  eyes,  began  to  wane.  He  had  no  heart 
for  the  job  ;  the  idea  of  leaving  his  bones  to  bleach  in  the 
pestilent,  infected  forest  was  not  a  congenial  thought. 
He  stopped  his  restless  pacing  to  and  fro,  and  came  to 
a  stand  before  the  merchant,  whose  eyes  had  never  left 
him. 

"  No,  Abdulla,  old  man,  you  must  get  another  fellow 
for  the  job,  and  I  willingly  give  up  my  share  of  the  plunder 
to  him.  I  wash  my  hands  of  the  whole  affair."  He  thrust 
his  hands  deep  down  into  his  pockets.  "  And  look  here, 
Abdulla,"  he  continued,  his  eyes  roving  from  one  object 
before  him  to  another,  "  my  cousin,  Philip  Dane,  is  expected 
here  shortly ;  he  is  coming  to  see  my  wife  and  me.  He 
will  stay  a  month  or  two  and  more.  He  has  plenty  of 
money.  I  will  get  him  to  square  you  up  for  that  little 
sum  I  owe  you.  Savee  !  " 

He  wanted  to  get  away.  Curse  that  hunchback  servant 
for  taking  his  shoes ;  even  if  he  had  them,  he  was  not 
quite  sure  of  the  way  through  the  numerous  passages  and 
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corridors  to  the  open  street,  else  he  would  make  a  bolt 
for  it. 

"It  is  impossible  for  me  to  change  my  plans,"  was 
Abdulla's  quiet  reply.  "  You  will  return  to  this  house  in 
four  days'  time.  Pooran  and  the  other  whom  I  have  told 
you  of  will  be  here  ready  to  discuss  your  journey,  the  way 
you  will  take,  and  the  bearers  you  will  require.  In  fact, 
Sahib,  all  that  is  necessary  will  be  prepared  for  you." 

"  But  I  have  refused  to  have  anything  to  do  with  the 
affair.  I  will  not  go.  It  is  impossible.  I  cannot  get  leave 
at  so  near  a  date.  You  must  excuse  me,  Abdulla,  if  I 
do  not  fall  in  with  your  plans,  but  once  and  for  all  I  utterly 
refuse  to  comply  with  your  request." 

"  I  am  sorry,  Sahib,  that  you  have  not  agreed  amiably 
to  do  that  which  I  request  you  to  do."  He  rose,  and  came 
and  stood  by  Dane's  side.  "  You  white  Sahibs  have  a 
proverb  ;  it  runs  thus  :  '  Dead  men  tell  no  tales  ' ;  but 
in  India  we  have  a  sloka,  '  A  dead  body  remains  ever  a 
witness.'  '  He  paused,  and  clapped  his  hands  sharply 
together.  A  servant  came  at  once  in  answer  to  the 
summons. 

"  My  servant  will  show  you  the  way  to  the  street,  where 
your  tonga  is  waiting.  Four  days  from  to-day,  Dane 
Sahib,  you  will  be  here  to  carry  out  my  plans."  He  bowed 
suavely  as  he  gave  instructions  to  the  servant  to  conduct 
his  visitor  from  the  apartment. 

Dane,  livid  with  rage  and  fear,  had  no  words  left  him  to 
remonstrate  with  the  man  who  had  so  successfully  en- 
trapped him.  And  what  made  it  more  galling  was  the 
knowledge  that  it  was  solely  due  to  his  own  indiscretion, 
his  own  loss  of  self-control,  which  had  led  him  into  so  terrible 
a  trap. 

Beaten  and  broken,  he  turned  swiftly  upon  his  heel,  and, 
without  a  word  to  the  merchant,  he  followed  the  man  down 
through  the  labyrinth  of  passages  to  the  door  leading  to 
the  narrow,  busy  thoroughfare  beyond. 
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Already  his  guilty  conscience  was  beginning  to  rear  its 
ugly  head,  to  haunt  his  waking  hours,  and  to  deny  him 
sleep  except  when  utter  exhaustion  overpowered  him. 
Even  then  the  crumpled  figure  with  the  huge,  turbaned 
head  stood  ever  between  him  and  peace. 

It  was  the  early  hours  of  the  morning  when  Nancy  Dane, 
waking  from  a  restless  sleep,  heard  her  husband's  step  in 
the  dressing-room  beyond ;  his  movements  were  slower  than 
usual.  She  heard  him  go  out  through  the  open  doorway 
to  the  verandah  and  pace  to  and  fro  for  some  tune.  The 
rain  had  ceased,  and  already  the  pale  dawn  was  widening 
in  the  east.  After  a  while,  when  she  had  almost  dropped 
off  to  sleep,  she  heard  him  enter  his  room  and  fling  himself 
upon  the  bed  next  her.  For  a  little  while  he  was  quiet, 
then  he  dropped  into  a  restless  sleep  ;  for  a  time  his  heavy 
breathing  alone  was  heard,  then  he  became  restless,  and 
tossed  and  turned,  muttering  hurried  sentences  the  purport 
of  which  she  could  not  distinguish,  but  that  it  was  some- 
thing to  do  with  a  big  turban  and  a  hunchback.  In  his 
restlessness  he  flung  out  his  arm,  it  spanned  the  narrow 
space  between  the  two  beds  and  his  hand  touched  and 
rested  upon  her  arm,  which  lay  outside  the  bedclothes. 
His  touch  seemed  to  burn  her  flesh,  so  hot  was  his 
hand.  She  was  dozing,  but  immediately  she  sensed 
and  felt  his  touch,  her  subconscious  self  seemed 
to  come  in  contact  with  him,  and  she  felt  like  one  in  a 
trance  who  walks  at  another's  bidding  and  sees  through 
another's  eyes.  She  felt  herself  instantly  transported  to 
the  banks  of  a  wide,  sluggish  river,  fringed  with  kalam 
grass  and  tall  reeds.  The  water  was  clear,  and  upon  its 
surface  there  floated  towards  her  a  big  branch  of  jessamine  ; 
the  yellow,  star-like  blossoms  filled  the  air  with  their 
fragrant  perfume  ;  perched  upon  the  slender  branches  were 
several  grey  pigeons,  their  heads  were  turned  in  her  direc- 
tion and  their  round,  beady  eyes  were  fastened  upon  her 
as  they  floated  past,  giving  their  mournful  coo  as  they 
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vanished  from  sight.  Then  there  came  into  view  a  gor- 
geous-hued  peacock,  its  tail  outspread  as  it  preened  itself 
on  a  gay-coloured  cushion  floating  in  the  centre  of  the 
stream.  The  bird  kept  its  eyes  upon  her  as  it  passed. 
Then  there  came  a  white  thing  bobbing  along  on  the  water 
towards  her,  she  saw  it  was  a  white-turbaned  head,  the 
body  was  underneath,  and,  as  it  passed  her,  it  turned  over 
and  she  saw  the  wild,  protruding  eyes  of  a  native  staring  at 
her  from  beneath  the  folds  of  the  huge  turban.  Her 
husband's  hand  was  withdrawn  as  he  turned  restlessly 
and  groaned  heavily  in  his  sleep — and  the  vision  vanished. 
She  awoke  and  found  herself  in  her  bed,  with  the  familiar 
surroundings  taking  shape  in  the  already  awakened  dawn. 
The  horror  of  the  dream,  transmitted  to  her  through 
her  husband's  subconsciousness,  remained  with  her  till 
the  servant  appeared  with  morning  tea. 


CHAPTER  X 

GENERAL  HUNGERFORD'S  residence — a  long,  low,  chalet- 
like  building  of  pinewood,  perched  high  up  on  a  jutting  ledge 
on  the  pine-covered  hillside — was  approached  by  a  steep 
path,  on  either  side  of  which  huge  rhododendron  bushes 
formed  a  thick  hedge. 

Pine-clad  ridges  mounted  guard  over  the  picturesque 
building,  and  they,  in  turn,  were  surmounted  by  a  mountain 
peak,  upon  which  rested  a  great  white  mantle  of  everlasting 
snow. 

The  chalet  commanded  a  magnificent  view  of  the  fortress- 
palace  of  Nandapur,  with  its  glistening,  mirror-like  lake 
and  the  winding  river  which  flowed  swiftly  down  through 
the  wooded  valley  to  the  plains  beyond. 

Half-way  down  the  valley,  nestling  in  a  grove  of  heavy 
foliaged  trees,  lay  the  Civil  and  Military  Station  of  Bunda- 
pur.  Away  above  them  were  magnificent  ravines,  pre- 
cipices on  the  lower  hills,  and  the  mountain  range  beyond. 
Below  lay  rugged  ravines  and  enchanting  valleys,  where 
tiny  villages  clustered  like  toy  towns,  with  their  patches  of 
cultivation  and  thick,  scattered  groves,  through  which  the 
river  threaded  its  gleaming  way.  Here  is  heard  the  shrill 
chattering  of  the  villagers,  as  they  gather  round  the  village 
threshing-floor,  mingled  with  the  plaintive  creaking  of  the 
water-wheel. 

Here,  too,  the  air  is  filled  with  the  sweet  scent  of  boiling 
sugar-juice.  The  cry  of  the  herd-man  mingles  with  the 
lowing  of  cattle  and  the  soft  pad  of  hoofs  in  the  thick  dust, 
as  he  drives  his  herd  homewards  through  the  mellow  dusk 
of  twilight's  hush. 

Night  falls,  and  lights  festoon  the  valley  with  a  garland 
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of  twinkling  jewels.  The  melon-patch,  the  waving  corn- 
fields, the  group  of  peepal-trees,  the  village  wash-pool  are 
all  hidden  from  view  beneath  the  folds  of  the  dark,  velvety 
shadows. 

But  it  is  the  wet  season,  and,  day  after  day,  the  grey, 
heavy  clouds  come  rolling  down  the  mountain  side  swallow- 
ing up  valley  and  ridge,  ravine  and  precipice.  The  river 
no  longer  runs  clear  and  transparent,  but  is  now  a  swollen 
flood  and  dark  brown  in  colour ;  the  pine-trees  droop 
dejectedly,  and  still  the  mists  roll  down. 

Fenella  and  her  aunt  had  to  be  conveyed  by  dandys  up 
the  slippery  path,  and  when  they  eventually  arrived  at  the 
Hungerford's  house,  after  much  slipping  and  falling  on  the 
part  of  their  bearers,  they  found  that  they  had  not  much 
time  to  spare  before  dinner  would  be  served. 

The  verandah  was  crowded  with  bearers,  who  squatted 
upon  their  haunches  and  chattered  disconsolately,  waiting 
for  all  the  guests  to  arrive  and  go  in,  so  that  a  pipe  might 
be  surreptitiously  lighted  and  handed  round,  for  the  damp 
night  air  was  chilly,  and  their  blankets  were  wet,  and  there 
was  great  consolation  in  the  draw  of  a  pipe.  Also  there  was 
gossip,  and  that,  too,  had  the  effect  of  warming  one. 

It  was  quite  a  homely  dinner  of  not  more  than  a  dozen 
people — all  known  to  each  other.  Fenella  Carlton  found 
herself  paired  off  with  the  General's  secretary,  Captain 
Black,  a  quiet,  unobtrusive  man,  who  was  content  to  leave 
the  choice  of  conversation  to  the  ladies  seated  on  either 
side  of  him  and  let  them  pursue  it  at  their  will. 

Fenella's  left-hand  neighbour  was  the  General's  son, 
Guy,  a  young  man  of  her  own  age,  who  had  successfully 
gained  his  degree  at  Oxford,  and  was  now  out  on  a  long 
holiday  with  his  parents  before  seriously  embarking  upon 
the  precarious  career  of  a  dramatist. 

Guy  Hungerford's  decision  had  almost  broken  his  father's 
heart,  but  what  could  he  do  with  a  boy  who  from  babyhood 
had  been  content  to  leave  his  toy  sword  and  drum  lying 
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dust-covered  in  his  toy-cupboard,  and  whose  every  moment 
was  spent  improving  and  adding  to  the  cardboard  figures 
of  his  toy  theatre.  Not  even  the  promise  of  the  latest 
models  in  lead  soldiers  sent  out  by  the  '  Stores  '  ever  raised 
a  spark  of  enthusiasm  in  his  youthful  breast.  But  to  be 
allowed  to  dress  up  and  to  dress  others  up,  and  to  move 
them  about  at  his  will,  like  the  pieces  on  a  chessboard, 
made  him  supremely  happy. 

In  the  end  his  father  faced  the  destruction  of  all  his 
hopes  with  stoic-like  courage,  and  Guy  was  allowed  to  pursue 
his  sweet  way  unhindered. 

Under  cover  of  the  flow  of  cheery  small  talk  about  them, 
Fenella  and  he  conversed  upon  that  important  subject  the 
production  of  his  play  at  the  Maharajah  of  Nandapur's 
palace,  and  the  interest  everyone  in  the  station,  and  other 
stations  within  reach,  were  taking  in  it. 

Fenella  had  talked  the  caste  over  with  Mrs.  Lacy,  who 
was  the  moving  spirit  in  the  affair.  The  latter  was  at  the 
moment  busily  engaged  in  trying  to  persuade  the  General 
into  taking  the  part  of  a  minor  character  in  the  play.  The 
General's  vanity  was  tickled  as  the  wily  woman  wished  it 
to  be.  She  loved  to  watch  the  by-play  her  audacity  created, 
for  Mrs.  Hungerford — a  florid,  otherwise  placid  woman — 
was  visibly  fuming,  as  snatches  of  the  conversation  reached 
her  ear. 

Fenella  drew  Guy's  attention  to  the  little  comedy,  and 
both  were  inwardly  convulsed  with  merriment ;  but  their 
own  interest  soon  drew  their  attention  to  themselves. 

"  I  think  the  whole  caste  topping,  so  far  as  I  have  read," 
Fenella  remarked,  vigorously  throwing  her  whole  interest 
into  the  subject.  Fenella  did  everything  vigorously ; 
mental  as  well  as  physical  force  commanded  her  mind  and 
action.  She  was  never  lukewarm,  never  for  a  moment 
disinterested  or  impartial  where  undivided  attention  and 
interest  were  required  of  her. 

"  I  had  no  idea  you  were  so  clever,  Guy." 
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They  had  called  each  other  by  their  Christian  names  for 
quite  a  long  time  now.  Fenella's  naivete  and  criticism  was 
spontaneous  and  free  of  all  flattery,  but  it  had  the  effect  of 
making  her  companion  painfully  self-conscious  of  all  the 
many  defects  his  super-critical  mind  found  in  this  his  first 
dramatic  composition  and  the  fruition  of  his  thoughts. 

"  Do  you  really  think  it  good,  Fen,  or  are  you  only 
pulling  my  leg  ?  " 

He  was  more  appreciative  of  the  outspoken,  boyish 
criticism  that  was  his  for  the  asking  than  the  nattering, 
fulsome  speeches  of  a  woman  such  as  Kate  Lacy.  And  yet 
it  was  to  the  latter  he  had  gone  to  discuss  the  possibilities 
of  his  venture.  Why  he  could  not  tell,  except  that  he 
wanted  ideas  and  criticisms  to  fortify  him,  to  give  him 
courage  to  face  that  criticism,  which  he  desired,  yet  was 
afraid  of. 

He  strove  hard  at  perfecting  his  brain-child  before  he 
sought  the  decisive  opinion  of  the  woman  he  loved  ;  for  he 
loved  Fenella  Carlton,  and  in  his  heroine's  character  he 
had  portrayed  those  qualities  she  possessed,  which  had 
appealed  so  strongly  to  him.  Her  spontaneity,  her  fear- 
lessness and  frank  comradeship,  were  essential  qualities 
in  a  woman  for  a  man  of  Guy  Hungerford's  character  to 
rely  upon. 

Instinctively  this  knowledge  had  drawn  him  to  her 
from  the  first  moment  they  had  met.  But  he  had  gone 
to  Kate  Lacy,  a  woman  years  his  senior,  whose  character 
was  the  very  reverse  of  all  he  admired  and  revered.  For 
his  ideas  bordered  on  the  idealistic  where  women  were 
concerned.  Yet  she  had  been  the  privileged  one,  the 
first  to  peep  through  the  window  of  his  soul,  and  no  one 
warned  him  of  his  folly,  for  no  one  knew  till  the  damage 
was  done.  Fenella  smiled  frankly  and  whole-heartedly 
into  Kate  Lacy's  face,  and,  old  as  she  was,  Mrs.  Lacy  felt 
she  had  been  robbed  of  half  her  victory,  for  there  "is  no 
fool  so  foolish  as  an  old  fool."  She  did  not  realise  till 
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later  that  Guy  Hungerford  had  simply  used  her  brains 
as  an  airing  place  for  his  own. 

When  Guy  fully  realised  the  step  he  had  taken  he 
quickly  tried  to  withdraw  himself,  but  he  reckoned  with- 
out Kate  Lacy's  masterful,  overpowering  will-power, 
till  he  felt  it  usurping  his  own  ship. 

For  she  deliberately  designated  to  herself  the  exclusive 
right  of  choosing  those  people  to  fill  the  roles  of  the  char- 
acters in  his  play  whom  she  considered  best  fitted  for  that 
purpose.  The  author's  dismay  and  indignation  can  well 
be  imagined,  for  his  heroine,  as  well  as  his  enthusiastic 
pen  could  draw  her,  was  a  replica  of  Fenella,  and  to  Fenella 
only  this  role  was  fitted,  and  his  whole  soul  had  risen  in 
revolt  at  the  choice  of  one  Gabrilla  Newman,  the  General's 
A.D.C.'s  sister. 

Mrs.  Lacy's  obstinacy  sent  Guy  into  a  rage,  childish  in 
its  irritable  intensity.  An  almost  overpowering  impulse 
urged  him  to  tear  into  a  thousand  pieces  his  cherished 
manuscript  and  hurl  himself  from  her  presence.  But, 
instead,  he  found  himself,  to  his  intense  astonishment, 
quietly  and  coldly  admonishing  the  imprudent  lady  who 
had  thus  impetuously  trespassed  upon  forbidden  ground 
already  reserved. 

Kate  Lacy  retreated  gracefully,  or  as  gracefully  as  she 
could,  for  she  was  not  elegant  of  figure  or  fair  of  face, 
and  she  had  flattered  Guy  Hungerford  superfluously. 
Her  audacity  fascinated  Nancy. 

Now  that  Fenella  had  read  a  part  of  his  MS.  which  he 
had  foolishly  left  with  Mrs.  Lacy,  he  was  nervous  and 
ill  at  ease  and  afraid  of  her  criticism. 

Fenella  might  have  reproached  him ;  they  had  been 
friends  for  months,  riding  together,  playing  tennis  together, 
and  meeting  almost  daily  at  Nancy  Dane's  bungalow, 
for  Guy  had  an  intense  admiration  for  the  latter.  Here 
again  Guy's  friends  were  puzzled  ;  for  who  would  have 
been  a  better  critic  for  his  little  drama  than  Mrs.  Dane, 

IK 
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whose  clever  little  sketches  before  her  marriage  had  been 
produced  at  regimental  theatres  in  several  stations  ? 

In  fact,  both  Fenella  and  Mrs.  Dane  might  have  heaped 
reproaches  upon  his  obstinate  head.  But  they  refrained 
from  doing  so  for  several  reasons.  Fenella  gloated  secretly 
over  his  confusion  when  tackled  upon  the  subject  in  an 
off-hand  manner,  not  reproachfully,  but  with  "  interest  " 
as  her  sole  reason. 

He  could  not  tell  Fenella  that  he  had  gone  deliberately 
to  Mrs.  Lacy  for  criticism  and  help  out  of  love  for  her, 
and  yet  this  had  been  his  sole  reason  to  perfect  his  brain- 
child— for  her  and  her  alone. 

Fenella  would  have  laughed,  but  in  Nancy  Dane  he 
would  have  found  a  true  critic — one  unbiased  and  free 
of  all  sentimentality.  In  Mrs.  Lacy  he  had  found  both 
these,  and  it  had  infuriated  him. 

"  Have  you  chosen  all  your  characters  ?  "  Fenella  asked, 
ignoring  this  hurried  outcry  of  his  for  a  favourable  opinion 
from  her. 

She  was  glancing  quickly  down  the  long  table  at  the 
assembly  of  guests. 

"  You  will  have  a  difficulty  in  making  a  suitable  choice," 
she  continued.  "  There  is  no  one  particularly  brilliant  in 
Bundapur,  no  one  of  out-of-the-way  intelligence  for  you 
to  rely  upon  to  give  your  beautiful  heroine  a  good  send-off. 
You  will  have  to  import  some  real  good  stuff  from  Simla 
or  Lahore,  for  it  is  no  good  for  you  to  depend  upon  pick- 
ing up  stray  people  from  the  highways  and  hedges 
to  produce  anything  like  what  you  want." 

"  Do  be  serious,  Fen.  One  would  think  I  was  running 
a  home  for  lost  dogs.  I  don't  want  imported  characters 
— when  I  have  the  material  at  hand." 

"  Where  ?  "  Fenella  raised  her  eyebrows,  while  her 
eyes  gazed  at  him  incredulously. 

She  was  determined  not  to  help  him,  for  she  was  enjoy- 
ing herself  immensely. 
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He  floundered  on  : 

"  Yes,  strange  as  it  may  seem,  I  have  built  all  my 
characters  on  material  at  hand." 

"  How  jolly  clever  of  you  !  "  Fenella  helped  herself 
to  a  peach  ;  and  still  he  floundered  in  the  deep  mire  he 
had  only  himself  to  blame  for  falling  into. 

"  Yes,  and  jolly  clever  material  too.  Not  only  clever, 
Fen,  but  beautiful  material,  the  most  wonderful,  and  most 
charming  the  world  could  produce."  His  honest,  boyish 
face  was  flushed  with  enthusiasm,  his  eyes  boldly  sought 
hers,  his  rashness  gave  him  courage  far  beyond  his  natural 
reserve  ;  it  carried  him  shoulder-high  upon  a  wave  of 
self-exaltation ;  he  found  himself  suddenly  fearless  of 
all  consequences,  for  he  had  written  a  play.  Fenella 
was  the  heroine,  and  at  the  moment  Fenella  was  looking 
ravishingly  beautiful.  It  was  no  wonder  he  cast  discre- 
tion to  the  four  winds  and  acted  foolishly. 

"  For  goodness  sake,  be  serious,  Guy,  the  whole  table 
is  looking  at  you." 

Her  voice  ought  to  have  warned  him,  but  it  did  not,  so 
she  proceeded  to  chastise  him  unmercifully. 

"  I  had  no  idea  Kate  Lacy's  cleverness  commended 
itself  so  forcibly  to  you,  her  charm  too,  and  as  for  her 
beauty,  well — from  you  whom  I  understood  boasted  most 
fastidious  ideals  on  that  subject !  "  She  had  lowered 
her  voice,  and  Guy  had  to  bend  his  head  to  catch  her 
sentences.  The  mockery  in  her  tones  stung  him  into 
wanting  to  make  an  ungracious  retort,  but  he  restrained 
himself,  knowing  full  well  that  he  would  not  get  the  best 
of  the  argument. 

"  Fen,  why  are  you  so  unmercifully  hard  on  a  fellow  ? 
Why  do  you  take  the  very  sentences  out  of  his  mouth  and 
thrust  them  whichever  way  it  pleases  you  they  should  be 
twisted  ?  You  know  perfectly  well  I  don't  care  a  hang 
whether  Mrs.  Lacy  is  clever  or  not.  I  don't  know  that 
she  is.  I  am  sure  I  have  never  remarked  upon  it."  He 
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was  going  to  say  :  "  And  as  for  her  beauty,  I  am  hanged 
if  I  know  where  it  is,"  but  he  was  too  chivalrous  a  nature 
to  speak  disparagingly  of  a  woman,  or  hold  to  ridicule 
her  personal  appearance,  or  to  condemn  her  as  lacking 
in  that  which  is  most  essential  in  a  woman — personal 
charm.  He  wanted  to  unburden  his  conscience  to  Fenella  ; 
he  hated  sparring  with  her  in  his  present  mood ;  he  was 
in  a  most  sensitive  frame  of  mind,  and  did  not  wish  to 
sharpen  his  wits  against  hers,  as  he  invariably  retired 
from  the  field  vanquished  after  one  of  these  affrays. 

At  this  moment  Captain  Black  claimed  Fenella's  atten- 
tion and  she  had  to  leave  Guy,  inwardly  fuming  but  with 
a  firm  determination  to  get  her  undivided  attention  after 
dinner. 

The  lady  on  Captain  Black's  right  was  a  very  charming 
woman,  with  dark,  sparkling  eyes  and  well-shaped  cherry- 
coloured  lips.  The  subalterns  had  named  her  "  Cherry- 
ripe  "  among  themselves,  but  somehow  the  name  leaked 
out  and  was  adopted  by  the  whole  station. 

Nina  Dashwood  was  a  rattling  good  sort  and  a  favourite 
among  the  younger  set.  Her  husband,  Dr.  Dashwood, 
was  a  dry-as-bones  surgeon  in  the  Army  Medical  Corps, 
but  his  wife  made  up  for  his  lack  of  humour. 

The  General  and  the  latter  were  on  the  best  of  terms, 
for  both  were  naturalists,  and  spent  many  prosy  hours 
together — as  Fenella  sarcastically  put  it,  "  counting  the 
feathers  in  a  butterfly's  wing." 

Nina  Dashwood  loved  taking  part  in  private  theatricals. 
She  was  most  desirous  to  know  if  Guy  Hungerford's  choice 
had  fallen  on  her  to  fill  one  of  the  roles  in  his  play. 

"  How  goes  the  play,  Miss  Carlton  ?  "  She  spoke  across 
Captain  Black  in  cheery  tones. 

Mrs.  Lacy's  wicked,  dark  eyes  darted  an  eagle-like  glance 
in  the  speaker's  direction.  Kate  Lacy's  eyes  were  remark- 
ably bird-like  in  their  quick,  bold  glances.  One  very 
rarely  saw  her  close  her  eyelids ;  her  eyes  were  perfectly 
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round.  One  pictured  them  staring  the  sun  out  of  coun- 
tenance, so  blinkless  were  they.  Her  nose,  too,  was 
hawk-like,  the  nostrils  thin  and  pale  ;  but  she  had  wonderful 
hair,  blue-black  as  the  raven's  wing,  and  fine  arched  eye- 
brows. Her  nickname  was  "  Birdie,"  but  not  a  soul  in 
the  Station  had  the  courage  to  address  her  so. 

She  ruled  with  a  rod  of  iron,  yet  was  frivolous  to  a 
degree.  She  had  compelled  Guy  Hungerford's  confidence. 
She  had  deliberately  willed  him  to  come  to  her,  but  her 
will-power  was  not  strong  enough  where  his  affection  was 
concerned.  Fenella  was  his  heroine,  and  to  Fenella  alone 
was  that  part  to  be  assigned.  As  her  eyes  rested  upon 
Nina  Dashwood's  animated  countenance  her  jealous  ears 
were  on  the  alert  to  catch  Fenella's  reply,  for  she  resented 
deeply  the  power  the  former's  fascinating  character  had 
over  her  followers.  She  knew  her  chief  stumbling-block 
was  Fenella  Carlton.  She  also  realised  the  power  a 
fascinating  woman  like  Nina  Dashwood  would  have  over 
her,  and  she  was  determined  that  the  latter  would  not  use 
her  power  over  Fenella  to  frustrate  her,  Kate  Lacy's,  wishes. 

"  Oh,  I  believe  it's  going  strong.  I  really  don't  know 
much  about  it,  though  I  believe  Mrs.  Lacy  " — and  Fenella 
glanced  smilingly  in  the  latter's  direction — "  has  fixed  up 
with  the  Maharajah  for  the  Hall  of  Audience  in  the  palace, 
for  the  play  to  be  produced  there.  How  grand  it  sounds  !  " 
she  remarked  in  an  aside  to  her  neighbour.  "  But  beyond 
that  " — she  continued  addressing  Nina  Dashwood — "  I 
know  very  little  about  it." 

"  How  awfully  excited  Mrs.  Hungerford  must  be." 
Mrs.  Dashwood's  eyes  were  sparkling  dangerously,  for  she 
felt  the  round,  bird-like  eyes  fixed  upon  her  from  the 
opposite  side  of  the  table. 

"  I  suppose  Mrs.  Hungerford  must  be  overwhelmed  with 
offers  from  sprouting  Irvings  and  budding  Terrys.  I 
cannot  act,  I  know,  but  I  am  willing  to  help,  even  to  being 
'  call-boy  '  or  serve  shifts,  so  as  to  be  useful,  if  not 
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ornamental,"  she  said  wickedly,  her  eyes  not  being  able 
to  resist  a  swift  glance  in  Mrs.  Lacy's  direction. 

Captain  Black  laughed  a  dry,  bark-like  laugh. 

But  before  there  could  be  a  reply  Mrs.  Hungerford  had 
given  the  signal,  and  there  followed  a  subdued  movement 
of  chairs,  as  the  ladies  rose  and  trooped  through  the  wide- 
flung,  folding  doors,  leaving  the  men  to  their  wine  and 
cigarettes.  Auction  bridge  was  the  order  of  the  evening. 

Fenella  found  that  by  swift  manceuvrings  upon  Guy's 
part — there  being  a  lady  short — she,  Dr.  Dashwood,  the 
General,  and  his  son  were  allotted  a  table  in  a  small  alcove, 
slightly  screened  from  the  room  by  a  group  of  palms. 

The  General  hated  bridge,  and  he  never  played  unless 
forced  by  circumstances  to  do  so.  Dr.  Dashwood  hardly 
knew  one  card  from  another,  although  he  said  he  played, 
or  thought  he  did,  so  that  there  would  be  no  one  dis- 
appointed in  making  up  a  table. 

Fenella  could  not  withhold  a  grudging  admiration  of 
Guy's  diplomacy,  and  believed  he  had  missed  his  vocation. 
Everyone  was  in  good  humour,  but  no  one  wanted  the 
General  at  their  table,  for  he  would  grow  more  crotchety 
as  the  evening  advanced  and  would  end  by  sulking  badly. 
Dr.  Dashwood,  in  his  preoccupied  way,  invariably  trumped 
his  partner's  trick,  and  was  most  gleeful  when  he  saved 
the  ace  of  trumps,  as  he  put  it. 

"  Do  you  want  to  play,  Miss  Fenella  ?  "  The  General 
fixed  her  with  an  accusing,  gimlet-like  eye.  Fen  felt  like 
a  prisoner  at  the  bar,  and  answered  as  such. 

"  Not  guilty,  me  lud  !  "  she  muttered  in  a  sharp  under- 
tone, with  shoulders  squared. 

The  General  grinned.  "  Come  on,  Dashwood,  to  my 
study  ;  I  have  a  moth  to  show  you  ;  old  Mirza  Singh  sent 
it  up  to  me  yesterday." 

Dr.  Dashwood  made  his  apologies,  blinking  blindly  at 
Fenella,  while  Guy  murmured  about  certain  yarns  being 
moth-eaten. 
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Left  alone,  the  two  began  to  talk :  Fenella  to  upbraid ; 
Guy  to  excuse.  He  knew  that  Fen  did  not  care  twopence 
if  she  played  bridge  or  not.  He  bowed  his  head  modestly, 
talked  shop,  for  he  wanted  her  advice  badly  ! 

Fenella  grinned  maliciously. 

"  I  am  sorry  Mrs.  Lacy's  supply  has  run  out." 

"  Oh,  Fen,  if  you  only  knew  the  real  reason  why  I  went 
to  her  ;  if  I  might  only  be  allowed  to  tell  you  ;  if  you  would 
only  look  upon  what  I  tell  you  in  a  more  serious  light.  A 
fellow  can  be  really  in  earnest  sometimes,  although  you 
always  seem  to  think  otherwise  ;  it's  too  bad  of  you."  He 
placed  his  hand  lightly  upon  her  arm  ;  the  bank  of  palms 
successfully  screened  them  from  the  room.  Guy  had 
pushed  the  card-table  aside  and  had  drawn  his  chair  close 
to  hers.  "  Please  listen  seriously  to  what  I  have  to  say." 

"  I  have  been  listening  all  evening  to  you.  You  might 
let  me  off  now,  and  do  a  little  listening  on  your  own  ac- 
count," Fenella  replied  pertly.  "  You  are  the  personifica- 
tion of  conceit,  Guy.  I  really  never  thought  it  of  you." 

Guy  tried  to  expostulate. 

"  No,  no,"  went  on  Fenella,  "  I  am  fully  convinced  of 
what  I  say,  and  what's  more,  you  will  get  more  conceited 
still,  with  all  the  women  in  the  station  buzzing  round  you 
like  bees  round  a  honeypot,  all  wanting  to  know  if  they 
can  help  you,  and  which  part  are  they  to  have.  I  wash 
my  hands  of  the  whole  affair.  I'll  go  down  to  Lahore  for 
a  week — the  very  week  it's  on." 

"  But  you  cannot  possibly  go  that  week." 

Guy  had  leaned  back  in  his  chair  and  crossed  his  legs. 

"  Why  not  ?  "    She  eyed  him  from  under  half -closed  lids. 

Guy  grinned  under  cover  of  adjusting  his  tie. 

"  Why  not  !  Well,  for  the  simple  reason  that  the  show 
couldn't  very  well  go  on  without  the  principal  character 
being  acted  by  the  person  it  was  written  for.  I  have 
put  it  badly,  Fen,  but  the  whole  play  was  inspired  by  you  ; 
the  heroine  is  you ;  and  to  save  me  you  must  be  generous 
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enough  to  take  the  part  written  for  you  by  me,  your  pal !  " 

She  was  about  to  answer,  but  he  stopped  her,  his  hand 
gripping  her  arm,  as  his  courage  rose. 

"  Not  exactly  your  pal,  Fen.  I  know  what  a  pal  is — 
I  want  to  be  something  more  to  you  than  a  pal." 

"  Oh,  be  quiet,  Guy,"  she  said  hurriedly,  gently  releasing 
his  fingers  from  their  grip  upon  her  arm.  "  Don't  spoil 
things — I'll  do  all  I  can  ;  I'll  act  in  whichever  part  and 
take  any  character  you  wish  me  to.  I  am  not  clever, 
Guy  ;  perhaps  I  shall  spoil  your  play."  She  spoke  on  to 
gain  time  to  readjust  her  thoughts,  and  to  keep  him  off  a 
subject  she  had  no  wish  for  him  to  pursue  further.  She 
kept  her  eyes  lowered  ;  she  did  not  want  to  meet  his  for 
fear  of  what  she  might  see  written  in  their  clear  grey  depths. 

Fenella  was  not  in  love.  She  was  fond  of  Guy  in  a  chum- 
like  fashion.  She  admired  his  lean,  clever  face,  with  its 
regular,  well-cut  features,  but  he  was  as  yet  too  boyish 
for  her.  She  felt  years  older  than  he,  in  fact  her  affection 
for  him  was  that  of  an  elder  sister  ;  but  if  she  were  to  tell 
him  so  she  knew  it  would  make  him  bitter,  and  she  did  not 
wish  to  spoil  his  trustful  outlook  on  life  too  soon,  for  she 
knew  Guy's  character  and  how  deeply  he  felt  things, 
especially  disappointments.  She  was  determined  to  check 
him  gently,  and  then  lead  him  on  to  look  at  the  situation 
calmly  from  her  point  of  view,  and  when  she  had  thus  drilled 
him  into  a  thoroughly  sensible  state  of  mind,  to  tell  him 
soothingly  that  that  which  he  required  of  her — her  affection 
— for  the  present,  as  far  as  she  was  concerned,  was  utterly 
impossible. 

She  was  a  true  daughter  of  Eve,  for  she  had  no  intention 
of  dismissing  him  outright,  as  she  believed  in  having  as 
many  strings  to  her  bow  as  she  could.  For,  after  all,  any 
woman's  vanity  would  have  been  tickled,  to  be  told  that 
her  personality  and  charm  had  inspired  a  man — be  he 
young  or  old — to  write  a  play,  to  choose  her  for  his  heroine 
and  to  centre  his  thoughts  round  her  and  her  alone. 
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Bundapur  was  not  lacking  in  female  beauty  ;  the  station 
could  boast  of  a  dozen  or  more  both  fascinating  and 
extremely  pretty  women. 

Guy  was  sensible  enough  to  see  that  he  had  been  a  trifle 
too  premature,  and  strove  quickly  to  cover  his  disappoint- 
ment and  to  recover  his  composure. 

It  had  required  an  enormous  amount  of  courage  to  take 
the  step  he  had ;  he  was  not  altogether  downhearted,  for 
Fenella  had  not  actually  said  "  No  !  " 

"  It  is  awfully  good  of  you,  Fen,  to  promise  to  take  the 
part  of  Zora  "  (the  heroine  of  the  play),  he  said,  when  he 
was  able  to  stay  the  throbbing  of  the  pulses  in  his  throat. 
His  voice  was  low  and  Fenella  quickly  realised  the  difficulty 
he  had  in  speaking  normally.  She  came  at  once  to  his 
rescue. 

"  I  shall  be  delighted,  Guy.  I  only  hope  I  shall  do  the 
fair  damsel  justice.  I  shall  have  to  swot  away  at  the  lines 
for  hours.  No  time  for  badminton.  One  will  have  to 
spare  time  for  riding  though,  when  the  weather  lifts,  just 
for  exercise.  I  have  a  shocking  memory,  and  shall  have 
to  have  a  prompter  secreted  behind  or  under  the  stage 
furniture  in  every  available  part  of  the  stage.  I  remember 
once  " — she  ran  on,  glad  to  see  that  her  companion  was 
quickly  becoming  his  normal  self — "  helping  in  some  private 
theatricals.  We  hid  the  prompter  under  a  couch  in  the 
very  centre  of  the  stage.  In  the  middle  of  the  most  nerve- 
wracking  scene  the  poor  fellow  had  cramp  and  sneezed ; 
it  really  was  too  funny  for  words." 

They  both  laughed. 

"  You  have  not  told  me  who  is  to  take  the  part  of  the 
hero  ?  "  she  asked,  as  soon  as  their  merriment  had  subsided. 

Guy's  interest  in  his  brain-child  immediately  revived, 
and  he  became  instantly  all  eagerness  to  discuss  with  her 
all  over  again  its  characters  and  scenes. 

"  You  remember  months  back  in  February  I  was  up  at 
Dacra  with  Billy  Langley  for  a  few  weeks,  and  we  went 
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on  together  to  Peshawar  and  did  the  Khyber  Pass  from 
Jamrud  ?  Then  we  came  on  down  the  North-West  Frontier 
to  Quetta,  and  from  there  we  were  able  to  attend  the  annual 
Horse  Fair  at  Sibi  ?  I  told  you  all  this  at  the  time,  when 
I  came  home,  but  I  did  not  tell  you  whom  I  met  there. 
Billy  knows  several  men  who  always  go  to  see  if  they  can 
pick  up  anything  good  in  the  way  of  horse-flesh ;  they  are 
wonderful  little  beasts — the  Baluchi  ponies,  and  it  was 
no  end  of  fun  seeing  them  being  trotted  out  by  their  ragged 
syces. 

"  Well,  to  make  a  long  story  short,  we  met  a  couple  of 
men,  one  of  them  Billy  knew ;  the  other  was  introduced 
to  us,  his  name  was  Dane — Philip  Dane.  I  found  out 
later  that  he  was  Eric  Dane's  cousin  and  was  coming  on 
here  on  a  visit  to  the  Danes. 

"  I  never  told  you  any  of  this  before.  I  mean  I  did  not 
tell  you  or  Mrs.  Dane  that  I  had  met  her  cousin  up  at  Sibi 
and  later  at  Quetta.  You  will  wonder  why  I  did  not  tell." 
He  looked  at  her  quaintly ;  he  was  very  boyish  still,  and 
was  obviously  very  nervous  of  her  judgment  on  his  action 
in  the  matter  in  question. 

"  I  must  say  you  have  acted  very  strangely,  considering 
how  often  you  have  been  down  at  Nancy  Dane's  bungalow 
and  how  often  you  have  heard  her  refer  to  her  husband's 
cousin  and  of  his  prospective  visit  to  them."  Her  eyes 
were  full  of  reproachful  condemnation  ;  their  frank,  open 
depths  accused  him  forcibly. 

But  Guy  paid  no  heed  to  the  utter  disapproval  they  did 
their  best  to  convey  to  him. 

"  Fen,  he  was  the  ideal  character  for  my  play,  he  was 
my  Ameer  Ali,  the  hero  of  my  little  drama.  I  did  not 
waste  any  time,  but  when  we  got  back  to  Quetta  next  day 
and  we  were  dining  with  him  and  his  friend  at  his  friend's 
mess,  I  asked  him  there  and  then  if  he  would  like  to  take 
the  part.  I  had  a  jolly  tough  job  of  it  trying  to  persuade 
him,  but  I  told  him  it  was  a  regular  family  affair,  as  I 
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was  asking  his  cousin,  Eric  Dane,  and  his  wife  to  help 
me." 

"  Have  you  asked  Eric  Dane  yet  ?  "  Fenella  interrupted 
him  sharply. 

"  No,  but  I  mean  to." 

"  But  suppose  he  refuses,  you  will  land  yourself  into 
a  pretty  kettle  of  fish." 

"  Of  course  Dane  won't  refuse  me."  Guy  scorned  such 
a  possibility.  He  was  too  familiar  with  Eric  Dane's 
character  to  know  that  the  latter  would  refuse  to  take 
part  in  anything  that  would  bring  him  before  the  public 
gaze  ;  notoriety  was  Eric  Dane's  special  weakness  and 
Guy  had  been  no  tune  in  finding  it  out.  He  had  felt  quite 
safe  in  telling  Philip  Dane  that  his  cousin  would  be  in  the 
caste. 

"  And  you  have  not  asked  Mrs.  Dane  either  ?  Most 
presumptuous  of  you,"  she  frowned. 

"  Come,  come,  Fen,  you  must  give  a  man  a  chance.  I 
am  only  just  beginning  to  choose  the  people  I  hope  will 
be  willing  to  take  the  parts  I  have  allotted  to  them." 

"  You  were  very  premature  in  choosing  Philip  Dane 
and  fixing  him  up  five  months  back,  when  your  play  was 
only  quarter  written  ?  " 

Guy  smiled  peacefully. 

"  I  did  not  wish  to  let  an  opportunity  slip,"  he  replied 
knowingly. 

"  What  did  you  think  of  Philip  Dane  ?  I  want  your 
candid  opinion — not  as  a  dramatist  searching  for  someone 
to  take  his  hero's  part,  someone  picturesque — for  so  far 
as  I  was  allowed  in  reading  through  your  MS.  Ameer  Ali 
is  a  most  picturesque  Adonis,  quite  as  capable  of  stirring 
the  passions  of  Venus  as  the  original  youth  did." 

Guy  was  all  nerves  immediately. 

"  You  don't  think  I  have  overdrawn  the  character,  do 
you,  Fen  ?  "  His  tone  was  absurdly  apologetic. 

"  No,  no  1  "   Fenella  replied  hurriedly.    She  did  not 
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want  to  go  over  the  same  ground  again.  She  was  getting 
weary  of  the  perpetual  taxation  ;  her  brain  had  been  of 
late  constantly  submitted  to  by  this  over-zealous  artist. 
"  Of  course  not,  if  Shakespeare  were  alive  to-day  he'd 
either  die  of  envy  or  wring  your  neck."  Fen  was  down- 
right, if,  as  her  aunt  so  often  remarked,  a  little  too  out- 
spoken, and  a  trifle  vulgar  on  occasions,  such  as  the  present. 

Guy  felt  duly  snubbed. 

"  I  liked  Philip  Dane  immensely,"  he  replied  meekly, 
his  nerves  having  shuffled  down  into  their  normal  base 
again.  "  He  is  so  awfully  handsome — like  Eric,  in  a 
family-resemblance  sort  of  style,  but  terrifically  unlike 
him  otherwise.  You  have  met  him  though  ;  at  least,  I 
feel  sure  you  told  me  you  had,  long  ago." 

"  Yes,  when  I  was  a  kiddy  of  sixteen  or  thereabouts." 

Guy  coughed  softly  and  surreptitiously. 

Fenella  ignored  the  interruption. 

"  I  really  asked  the  question  to  see  if  you  had  noticed 
anything  peculiar  and  out  of  the  common  about  him — 
not  shyness  and  nervousness,  no  !  I  won't  tell  you.  I 
just  want  to  see  if  you  noted  anything  unusual." 

"  In  his  manner  do  you  mean  ?  "  questioned  her  com- 
panion. 

"  Yes."  Fenella  peeped  between  the  leaves  of  the 
palms.  The  general  moving  of  chairs  denoted  the  depar- 
ture of  guests.  Aunt  Sofia  never  kept  late  hours. 

"  Well,  now  you  come  to  speak  of  it,  I  did  notice  a 
peculiarity,  and  yet  he  was  in  no  way  peculiar.  To  me 
he  was  simply  an  English  gentleman,  a  very  good  sort, 
plenty  of  money,  etc.,  but  perhaps  a  trifle  self-conscious 
and  nervous  of  how  one  would  take  him,  had  a  sort  of 
habit  of  climbing  back  into  his  shell,  especially  when  one 
spoke  of  England  and  of  Devonshire.  When  we  were  on 
shooting,  he  wanted  to  talk  of  his  place,  his  big  bags, 
the  hunting  and  his  horses.  Although  I  knew  he  was 
literally  aching  to  tell  us  all  about  his  country,  he  was 
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nervous,  and  kept  pulling  himself  up  as  if  he  had  told  us 
too  much.  Oh,  I  cannot  rightly  explain,  but  what  I 
really  feel  about  him  is  that  he  is  a  rattling  good  sort,  but 
there  is  something  in  his  home  country  he's  ashamed  of." 

Fenella  had  risen  and  Guy  put  back  her  chair. 

"  One  thing  I  am  jolly  certain  of,"  he  said,  as  they  were 
about  to  leave  the  alcove.  "  It's  nothing  he's  done ; 
he's  perfectly  straight,  if  I  am  any  reader  of  character. 
It's  some  bally  relation  of  his  has  let  him  down,  and  he's 
ashamed  of  the  stigma  on  his  name." 

Fenella,  for  some  unknown  reason,  did  not  enlighten 
him,  perhaps  there  was  no  time,  as  she  saw  her  aunt 
signalling  to  her  to  come.  Guy  followed  her  as  she 
engineered  her  way  through  the  groups  collected  round 
the  card-tables. 

"  Did  you  hear  the  General  say  he  had  received  a  rare 
specimen  of  moth,  sent  him  by  old  Mirza  Singh  ?  "  he 
remarked,  as  they  crossed  an  open  space  to  where  Lady 
Sofie  was  standing  speaking  to  Mrs.  Hungerford. 

"  Yes." 

"  Well,  you  will  be  surprised  to  learn  that  Mirza  Singh 
was  with  Mr.  Dane  up  at  Sibi.  The  old  rascal  was  pow- 
wowing in  Pashtu,  at  a  jirga  (talk)  with  a  whole  tribe  of 
ragged-looking  Afghans  and  Persians.  I  supposed  he 
was  buying  horses,  but  Billy  Langley  said  "  No."  From 
information  he  had  received  from  his  shikari,  who  had 
been  in  Mirza  Singh's  company  in  a  village  in  the  Teral, 
the  latter  was  negotiating  with  these  ruffians  over  the  sale 
of  some  jewels  1  I'll  tell  you  the  rest  to-morrow.  You 
will  be  riding  in  the  evening  if  fine,  I  hope  ?  It  will  be 
sure  to  rain  all  day,  but  there,  one  hopes  the  clouds 
will  lift  by  evening.  You  will  come  ?  " 

Fenella  nodded  in  the  affirmative. 

Guy  thought  how  charming  she  looked  as  she  stood  in 
the  glow  of  a  pink-shaded  light  hanging  from  a  bracket 
on  the  wall.  She  would  make  a  beautiful  Persian  Princess 
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— his  Zora.  His  heart  beat  high  with  hope  and  excite- 
ment. The  Maharajah's  Palace  was  an  ideal  place  to 
stage  his  little  Persian  drama.  And  Philip  Dane  would 
be  an  ideal  Prince.  .  .  . 

Nina  Dashwood  wondered  when  she  heard  of  his  choice, 
for  she,  too,  had  met  Philip  Dane  at  Quetta.  Dane  was 
handsome,  rich,  and  had  a  way  with  women.  At  least 
that  is  what  she  had  heard  from  her  friend  with  whom 
she  had  stayed  while  in  Quetta. 

Outside  the  rain  still  fell,  pattering  noisily  upon  the 
wooden  roof  of  the  verandah.  The  water  dripped  in- 
cessantly from  the  long,  glistening  eaves,  or  hung  in 
sparkling  jewel-drops  from  the  pine-needles.  The  bearers 
still  sat  smoking,  huddled  together  in  their  wet  blankets. 

One  bearer  had  been  commandeered  for  the  night  from 
the  bazaar  ;  he  was  a  garrulous-tongued  man,  and  happened 
to  be  employed  during  the  day  by  Abdulla,  the  wealthy 
merchant  of  the  principal  bazaar  of  Nandapur.  This 
bearer  was  literally  thirsting  to  impart  his  gossip  to  his 
fellow-bearers,  and  when  the  last  guest  had  arrived  and 
descended  from  his  dandy  and  gone  in,  he  was  free  to  let 
his  tongue  run  on  to  his  heart's  content.  All  he  wanted 
else  to  make  him  supremely  happy  was  a  grass  fire. 

The  hookah  was  lighted  and  handed  round,  and  the 
fellows'  tongue  fell  instantly  to  telling  all  he  knew  and 
all  he  did  not  know  of  the  private  history  of  the  lord 
Sahibs  and  Mem-sahibs  who  were  within  the  house  dining. 

After  a  while  his  listeners  were  bored,  for  a  good  deal 
of  the  gossip  he  was  handing  round  to  them  was  stale, 
and  they  wanted  something  fresh  to  whet  their  appetites 
and  warm  their  minds.  So  he  changed  his  tactics  and 
centred  conversation  round  his  Master  Abdulla  and  his 
own  circle  of  acquaintances  and  his  family. 

Did  his  companions  know  that  Abdulla's  daughter, 
Sunita,  had  been  rejoined  by  her  husband,  Chita  Chup, 
who  had  just  returned  that  day  from  a  long  journey? 
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Did  they  know  that  Chita  Chup  had  brought  back  with 
him  from  the  journey  an  old  fellow-servant  Pooran,  who 
had  been  a  grass-cutter  for  the  lord  Sahibs'  ponies  down 
at  Bundapur  a  year  back  ?  Had  they  heard  of  the  startling 
news  that  these  two  men  had  brought  back  with  them 
from  the  jungle  village  of  the  great  Te"rai  ?  No  !  Not 
one  of  his  audience  had  as  yet  met  Chita  Chup  or  Pooran, 
the  grass-cutter.  Their  interests  were  awakening.  If 
Abdulla's  servant  had  gossip  of  any  importance  to  relate, 
why  play  with  the  telling  ? 

"  May  Kali  twist  thy  joints  if  thou  doth  not  get  away 
with  the  telling  of  thy  gossip,"  blurted  out  one  bearer, 
who  squatted  with  his  wet  blanket  tightly  folded  about 
his  head  and  shoulders,  leaning  against  the  side  of  the 
house  just  out  of  reach  of  the  dripping  eaves. 

"  Wah!  Ji!  Let  it  be  so.  Let  the  Red  Goddess  twist 
his  joints  if  he  tells  not  his  gossip  at  once,"  muttered 
another,  who  had  just  passed  the  hookah  on  to  the  man 
squatting  next  him. 

Thus,  gently  persuaded,  Abdulla's  servant  settled  him- 
self after  a  deep  draw  at  the  hookah,  which  had  just  come 
to  his  hand,  to  narrate  the  very  latest  gossip  of  his  Master's 
household. 

"  Wah!  It  is  of  great  importance,  this  news  which 
Chita  Chup,  the  husband  of  Sunita,  the  daughter  of  the 
wealthy  Abdulla,  had  brought  from  the  jungle  village  on 
the  borders  of  the  great  Te"rai.  So  also  is  the  news  Pooran 
the  grass-cutter  has  brought  also.  The  news  these  two 
men  have  brought  to  my  master,  Abdulla,  has  to  do  with 
the  ruined  city  of  Kali's  Jewels." 

"  La  I  La !  "  broke  in  a  chorus  of  derisive  voices.  "  Thy 
great  grandmother  is  dead ;  she  died  pachas  (fifty)  years 
ago  ;  the  gossip  of  the  ruined  city  of  Kali's  Jewels  was  old 
then.  Thou  wilt  become  the  prey  of  a  toothless  bag 
(tiger).  Ho!  Ho!  thou  empty  head,  thou  whose  tongue 
holds  news  pachas  years  old." 
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Abdulla's  servant,  he  who  had  been  hired  for  the  night 
by  a  Mem-sahib  from  Bundapur,  grumbled  in  his  beard. 

"  Thou  art  a  pack  of  jackals  who  are  the  echo  of  one 
another's  voice.  Even  though  the  tale  of  Kali's  Jewels 
has  been  told  in  the  bazaar  for  pachas  years,  it  still  may  be 
true.  Chita  Chup  and  Pooran  the  grass-cutter  have 
received  the  news  that  the  sacred  city  is  in  existence. 
They  speak  not  as  fools  but  as  men,  who  have  gained  their 
knowledge  from  one  who  has  the  authority  to  speak.  It 
is  no  shepherd's  story,  but  was  told  them  by  Mirza  Singh 
as  they  sat  with  others  round  a  grass  fire  on  the  edge  of 
the  jungle,  beyond  which  lies  the  dread  Terai,  the  forest 
where  no  man  lives." 

"  Who. !  this  is  news  worthy  of  our  attention,"  muttered 
a  chorus  of  voices.  "  For  he  who  knows  not  Mirza  Singh 
and  has  not  witnessed  his  statements  as  true,  is  not  born." 

"  Thou  hast  an  audience,  thou  who  art  in  Abdulla's 
household.  Proceed,"  commanded  another. 

Thus  encouraged,  Abdulla's  servant  spoke,  and  his 
tidings  made  his  hearers'  ears  tingle  and  the  palms  of 
their  hands  itch,  for  he  told  the  story  of  great  wealth,  of 
jewels  of  priceless  worth,  to  be  had  for  the  asking. 


CHAPTER  XI 

WITHIN  a  few  days  Guy  Hungerford,  the  young  enthusiast, 
had  chosen  his  characters.  Private  theatricals  were  always 
a  very  popular  form  of  amusement  in  the  hill  Station 
and  garrison  towns  of  India.  Guy  met  with  little  or  no 
rebuff  from  the  dwellers  of  his  little  community,  as  everyone 
was  only  too  keenly  interested  and  willing  to  help  in  the 
way  their  help  was  required.  So  that  on  every  side  and 
on  every  available  excuse,  manuscript  paper,  typed  on  an 
orderly-room  typing  machine,  figured  conspicuously,  as 
each  of  the  caste  studied  his  or  her  lines  surreptitiously  or 
otherwise,  as  the  occasion  necessitated. 

The  rain  continued  steadily  to  fall,  with  the  exception  of 
an  evening  now  and  again  when  the  clouds  generally 
cleared  away  in  their  heavy  crimson  and  gold  masses,  for 
the  sunsets  were  beautiful,  and  Fenella  and  Guy  were  able 
to  get  a  ride  together,  and,  from  a  known  vantage-point, 
watch  the  sun  dipping  slowly  behind  the  ridge. 

Their  little  world  lay  unfolded  before  them  washed 
clean  and  fresh.  The  pine-woods  showed  up  a  mass  of 
rich  Prussian  blue  colouring  mingled  with  the  glistening 
green  of  the  rhododendrons  and  the  rugged  mountain  sides, 
the  lower  part  of  which  were  crowded  with  palm-trees, 
ferns,  and  tropical  flora.  Away  below  them  stretched  the 
valley  and  beyond  the  cultivated  plains,  with  the  clustering 
villages,  their  groves  and  fields,  the  winding  river  and 
long,  straight  roads. 

It  was  on  such  an  evening,  after  an  appallingly  wet  day, 
Philip  Dane  arrived  at  the  Danes'  bungalow  for  his  long- 
promised  visit.  Eric  was  away  up  at  Nandapur,  as  his 
cousin  was  not  expected  to  arrive  till  the  morrow. 

KK  us 
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Nancy  had  had  a  very  trying  day,  as  she  had  had  great 
difficulty  in  making  her  husband  realise  that  an  establish- 
ment like  theirs,  though  only  a  small  one,  could  not  very 
well  be  run  on  next  to  nothing  in  the  way  of  cash.  Nancy 
was  a  little  house-proud,  as  all  good  housewives  naturally 
are.  She  wanted  to  make  a  brave  show  on  account  of  her 
guest.  Her  husband  had  so  consistently  drummed  into 
her  ears  his  cousin's  wealth  and  his  own  poverty  that  she 
was  nervous  as  to  the  former's  acceptance  of  their  un- 
pretentious mode  of  living.  She  knew  that,  directly  he 
met  his  cousin,  Eric  would  begin  by  speaking  deprecatingly 
of  their  home,  his  position  in  Nandapur,  and  their  mode  of 
living  generally,  and  she  felt  utterly  helpless  and  hopeless 
to  contend  with  him. 

Fenella  had  said  in  her  usual  blunt  way,  "  Let  Philip 
Dane  find  out  for  himself  what  an  unmitigated  ass  his 
cousin  is." 

Nancy  had  admonished  her  friend  severely,  but  the 
latter  had  laughed  sarcastically,  "  I  might  have  called 
Eric  something  much  more  to  the  point.  I  put  it  mildly 
just  for  the  sake  of  your  feelings,  Nan." 

Eric  was  not  in  the  best  of  humours  over  Guy  Hunger- 
ford's  audacity  in  allotting  to  him  a  minor  part  in  The 
Flower  of  Persia — the  title  of  the  former's  play — while  his 
cousin  Philip  was  given  the  leading  part ! 

Nancy  looked  forward  with  anything  but  pleasure  to 
her  husband's  cousin's  visit.  In  fact,  she  wished  heartily 
that  it  was  over. 

She  was  quite  happy  to  help  Guy  with  his  little  drama  ; 
it  would  recall  her  home-life,  not  that  that  had  been  a 
particularly  happy  period  to  look  back  upon.  Yet  it  had 
been  preferable  to  the  present  state  of  affairs,  for  Eric 
was  in  no  way  improving.  In  fact,  from  the  night,  or, 
rather,  morning,  in  which  she  had  heard  him  walking  on 
the  verandah  and  later  talking  in  his  restless  sleep,  and  the 
strange  dream  he  had  transmitted  to  her  of  the  dead 
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Hindu's  body  floating  on  the  water,  he  had  been  both 
morose  and  irritable,  almost  past  bearing  with.  She  had 
hoped  that  the  production  of  Guy's  play  would  have 
interested  him  and  brought  him  into  a  good  humour,  for 
her  husband  was  intensely  interested  in  private  theatricals 
of  any  kind. 

For  peace  sake  Nancy  wished  Guy  had  given  her  husband 
a  leading  part ;  he  was  clever,  and  acted  very  well,  but 
Guy's  decision  was  not  to  be  overruled,  not  even  though 
Fenella  persuaded  !  For  the  former's  opinion  of  Nancy's 
husband  was  not  very  flattering.  Yet,  because  they  had 
all  been  friends  for  some  time  now,  he  knew  he  could  not 
very  well  leave  him  out,  although  it  went  against  the  grain. 
Yet  for  Nancy's  sake,  for  whom  he  had  a  great  admiration, 
he  tolerated  Eric. 

The  rehearsals  were  turning  out  to  be,  as  Fenella  put  it, 
"  not  altogether  a  bed  of  roses  "  for  the  young  dramatist. 
Eric  Dane  made  his  disfavour  felt,  for,  as  the  handsomest 
man  in  the  district,  he  had  quite  a  large  following,  including 
the  powerful  Kate  Lacy.  She  had  not  forgiven,  and  would 
not  forgive,  Guy  for  his  rejection  of  her  choice  in  the  selec- 
tion of  those  who  were  more  fitted,  in  her  opinion,  to  make 
up  the  caste. 

Guy  was  young  and  enthusiastic,  and  the  unhappy 
influence  injured  vanity  could  create  in  any  project  was 
immaterial  to  him  until  he  came  in  personal  contact  with 
it ;  then  he  realised  only  too  keenly  the  uphill  work  it 
could  create  for  those  who  were  fighting  it. 

Nina  Dashwood  had  dropped  in  at  the  Danes'  bungalow 
in  time  to  take  tea  with  Nancy.  The  two  women  were  the 
best  of  friends.  Mrs.  Dashwood  was  a  favourite  ;  her 
light-heartedness  and  all-round  niceness  of  character  won 
her  many  friends.  She  admired  Nancy  Dane,  as  nice- 
charactered  women  invariably  do  admire  beauty  of  face 
and  nature  in  their  sisters.  She  was  not  jealous  or  envious 
of  the  admiration  Nancy's  beauty  and  sweetness  of 
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character  created  in  those  who  came  about  her,  and  had 
intercourse  with  her.  Her  chief  anxiety  was  for  her 
friend's  welfare,  for  she  was  one  of  the  many  who  ranged 
themselves  on  the  side  of  the  unfortunate  woman  who  had 
found  out  all  too  soon  the  mistake  she  had  made — an 
irretrievable  mistake  to  one  who  believed  so  implicitly 
in  her  marriage  vows  as  Nancy  Dane  did. 

"  So  Guy  Hungerford  has  fixed  the  evening  following 
the  day  of  the  Hindu  festival  at  Nandapur  for  the  first 
production  of  The  Flower  of  Persia  ? 

Mrs.  Dashwood  was  sitting  in  a  low  cane  chair,  with  a 
pile  of  gay-coloured  cushions  tucked  in  about  her  in  every 
conceivable  place.  Nancy  Dane  loved  to  make  people 
comfortable,  in  fact,  went  a  long  way  to  spoiling  her  friends 
with  almost  too  much  attention.  Nina  allowed  her  to 
do  it,  though,  for  she  knew  it  brought  her  happiness.  She 
quickly  noticed  that  her  friend's  temper  had  been 
ruffled. 

"  Yes,  isn't  he  lucky  ?  But  it  is  only  what  he  deserves. 
He  is  so  good-natured  and  so  full  of  enthusiasm,  it  does 
one's  heart  good  to  be  in  his  company,  for  to  me  there  is 
such  a  lack  of  enthusiasm  in  people  to-day,  especially 
young  people.  Everything  is  taken  as  a  matter  of  course  ; 
there  is  no  fear  of  failure  ;  there  is  such  an  expectance  of 
success,  for  there  is  always  someone  to  natter  and  extol 
them,  especially  if  influential  people  are  connected  with 
the  affair.  There  is  no  weighing  up  of  merit ;  there  is  no 
struggle  ;  there  are  no  reverses,  no  obstacles  to  surmount, 
to  bring  out  the  best  in  them.  No,  they  are  made  at  once. 
The  result  is,  success  brings  no  joy  or  exhilaration  to  spur 
them  on  to  fresh  efforts  and  greater  success.  Consequently 
we  are  drifting  backward  instead  of  forward.  All  that  is 
required  now  is  speed — speed !  The  world  is  like  a  huge 
mill :  all  the  brains  are  thrown  in  chock-a-block,  and 
ground  up  together,  and  then  poured  out  like  flour,  which 
is  thrown  broadcast  to  the  world.  The  really  brilliant 
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brains  are  thus  ground  in  with  the  rest,  but  no  one  has  the 
time  to  sort  them  out ;  and  more  often  than  not  they 
never  reach  the  fruition  their  merits  deserve." 

Her  eyes  sparkled  and  her  cheeks  were  flushed.  Nina 
Dashwood  let  her  run  on  without  interruption,  for  it  was 
good  for  her  to  see  her  friend  carried  away  out  of  her 
surroundings,  to  have  thought  apart  from  the  drudgery 
of  her  uncongenial  married  life.  And  she,  Nina,  was  curious 
as  to  what  had  disturbed  her  peace  of  mind. 

"  Who  reads  a  modern  book  twice  nowadays  ?  "  Nancy 
continued.  "  For  one  thing,  no  one  seems  to  have  the 
time  ;  for  another,  it  is  so  difficult  to  weed  out  one  worth 
reading  twice.  Yet  the  old  books,  written  when  the  world 
was  not  in  such  a  frantic  hurry,  were  read,  and  reread,  over 
and  over  again — their  characters  lived.  Not  because  they 
were  anything  so  much  out  of  the  way,  or  so  wonderfully 
denned  or  true  to  life,  but  because  their  authors  had 
to  struggle  and  struggle  to  be  recognised ;  they  wrote,  and 
rewrote,  their  MS.,  ever  striving  for  perfection,  the  reward 
of  their  sacrifice.  This  giving  of  their  very  life-blood  in 
the  end  demanded  for  them  attention,  respect,  and  affection. 
Now,  to  gain  notoriety — I  won't  say  fame — one  simply  has 
to  figure  in  a  divorce  case  and  the  way  is  instantly  open 
to  one  to  mount  as  high  as  one  chooses  in  whatever 
profession  one's  fancy  leads." 

Nina  Dashwood  wondered  who  had  been  in  to  disturb 
her  friend's  peace  of  mind  or  to  upset  her  pet  theories. 
There  could  be  only  one  person  whose  presence  would 
excite  Nancy  to  give  vent  to  her  feeling  thus  freely. 

Mrs.  Lacy  had  one  child,  a  girl  of  advanced  views,  aged 
twelve,  who  was  generally  to  be  found  loafing  in  her 
mother's  train.  She  had  flatly  refused  to  be  educated  or 
to  be  sent  home  to  England,  and  her  governess  usually 
lurked  unobtrusively  on  the  fringe  of  the  crowd.  If  Mrs. 
Lacy  had  been  paying  Nancy  a  visit,  the  Kid  no  doubt 
would  have  accompanied  her,  and  would  air  her  views  on 
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Guy's  venture.  The  child's  criticism  would  have  the 
desired  effect  her  mother  wished  on  their  victim  ! 

"  And  the  children  of  the  day  !  "  Nina  interrupted. 
She  wanted  to  continue  taking  Nancy  out  of  herself. 

"  Yes,  the  children "  Nancy  paused,  and  Mrs. 

Dashwood  knew  by  the  tone  that  her  surmises  were  correct. 
Mother  and  daughter  had  both  been,  the  former  to  find 
out  if  Eric  Dane  was  available  for  a  rehearsal  under  her 
supervision  that  afternoon,  and  the  Kid  to  see  and  tease 
a  young  monkey  Nancy  had  found  at  the  mercy  of  a  village 
cur.  The  Kid  had  evidently  exasperated  Nancy  past 
bearing,  for  she  learned  later  that  the  child  had  taken  the 
latest  novel,  which  she  found  on  Nancy's  table,  with  her 
to  read  ! 

"  What  child  in  our  mother's  day  did  not  love,  and  was 
more  than  content  to  read,  Jessica's  First  Prayer  or  Christy's 
old  Organ  and  Uncle  Tom's  Cabin  ?  My  mother  was  not 
happy  till  she  had  obtained  these  dear  old  books  for  me 
to  read,  so  that  I  might  share  her  sentiment  and  learn  to 
love  them  and  to  profit  by  the  lesson  they  taught.  What 
child  to-day  has  a  '  Jessica/  an  '  Old  Christy,'  or  a  '  little 
Eva '  to  influence  it  ?  These  little  books  were  written 
with  infinite  care,  sacrifice,  and  love.  And  the  busy  world 
stopped  and  read  them,  and  benefited  by  the  lessons  they 
taught  and  the  sentiment  they  stirred  in  the  hearts  of  our 
parents  long  ago.  To-day  there  are  still  '  Jessicas '  and 
'  Old  Christys '  and  faithful '  Uncle  Toms/  but  no  one  has  the 
time  to  study  characters  such  as  these,  or,  in  some  cases, 
I  am  sorry  to  say,  the  inclination  to  do  so.  Oh,  what  they 
have  missed,  for  all  this  '  high-browism  '  will  never  create 
such  lasting  impressions  or  influence  the  sentiments  as 
these  writers  of  the  past  did.  But,  instead,  there  is  a 
striving  to  kill  those  to-day  who,  if  given  fair  play,  would 
create  just  such  dear  characters  to  live  and  become  house- 
hold words  as  the  old  ones  did." 

"  I  echo  your  sentiments,  dear  Nancy,"  Mrs.  Dashwood 
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replied  laughingly.  "  Some  children  to-day  prefer  novels, 
or  do  not  read  at  all.  They  are  so  terribly  grown-up,  you 
know,  and  do  not  create  their  own  little  worlds  to  live  in, 
but  want  to  come  directly  into  the  grown-up  world  without 
growing  up  to  it." 

They  both  laughed,  for  Mrs.  Dashwood's  influence  was 
calming  Nancy. 

"  I  was  staying,  when  I  went  home  last  year,  with  my 
brother  and  his  wife  and  their  two  children,"  continued 
Nina,  "  away  down  in  Devonshire.  Jean  was  seven  and 
Tony  five.  My  dear,  I  nearly  packed  my  trunks  and  took 
my  departure  to  an  hotel,  for  the  two  imps  did  nothing 
but  put  me  through  my  paces  from  the  time  I  arrived  till 
I  left  three  weeks  later.  Once  I  spoke  to  them  on  saving 
their  pennies  for  the  poor  little  slum  children  in  the  big 
cities.  Jean  calmly  told  me  that  she  and  Tony  were  saving 
their  pennies  to  buy  a  comfy  chair  for  their  den — no  nursery, 
mind  you  ! — and  that  the  slum  children  could  go  on  the 
dole  !  I  can  tell  you  the  '  denlets  '  did  not  get  any  more 
of  my  hard-saved  pennies  during  the  remainder  of  my 
visit ;  but  they  are  darlings  all  the  same." 

They  both  laughed. 

"  You  are  not  yourself,  Nancy.  Who  has  been  here 
upsetting  all  your  sentiments?  I  think  I  can  guess — 
Mrs.  Lacy  and  the  Kid.  Am  I  not  right  ?  " 

"  Yes,  quite  right,  and  I  can't  tell  you  how  angry  they 
have  made  me  feel.  I  really  think  Mrs.  Lacy  encourages 
the  Kid  in  her  rudeness.  I  don't  wonder  at  the  other 
mothers  in  Bundapur  fighting  shy  of  the  Kid,  and  rightly 
so,  in  my  opinion." 

"  What  did  the  child  say  ?     Do  tell  me." 

"  Oh,  she  began  by  pulling  The  Flower  of  Persia  to  pieces. 
Her  mother,  encouraging  her,  said  she  always  encouraged 
a  child  to  criticise  ;  it  was  educational,  and  taught  them  to 
use  their  brains,  for  what  they  saw  wrong  in  work  created 
by  others  made  them  more  critical  with  their  own.  By 
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the  way,  I  had  no  idea  that  the  Kid  was  a  budding  dramatist 
and  said  so.  That  brought  the  usual  pile  of  reproaches 
down  upon  my  poor,  unfortunate  head.  But  that  was 
the  least  of  it.  The  Kid  began  teasing  Jacko,  and  because 
I  rebuked  her,  for  the  poor  little  beast  had  not  quite 
recovered  from  the  maltreating  he  received  at  the  hands 
of  the  village  cur,  she  began  repeating  bazaar  gossip,  and 
brought  my  husband's  name  in.  Did  I  know  that  he  was 
an  habitue  of  Abdulla's  private  house  ?  Not  his  shop  in 
the  principal  bazaar,  she  was  careful  to  tell  me.  And 
did  I  know  that  Abdulla  had  a  lovely  daughter,  one  Sunita 
by  name  ?  And  did  I  know  there  had  been  a  row  with 
Abdulla  and  my  husband  over  this  Sunita,  over  some 
jewels  ?  I  really  could  not  tolerate  the  child's  impudence 
any  longer.  Kate  Lacy  saw  in  the  end  that  her  child  was 
going  too  far,  and  stopped  her,  but,  by  way  of  a  last  stab, 
remarked  that  Eric  was  foolish,  and  should  be  more  careful 
in  future.  What  do  they  all  mean,  Nina  ?  I  feel  almost 
driven  mad  at  times  at  the  veiled  hints  and  the  pitying 
glances,  to  say  nothing  of  the  sudden  silence  that  falls 
upon  a  group  of  my  friends  when  I  approach  them.  These 
silences  are  far  harder  to  bear  than  anything  else.  Nina, 
what  do  they  all  mean  ?  " 

She  looked  appealingly  into  her  friend's  eyes. 

Nina  Dashwood  was  distressed,  for  gossip  waxed  hot 
and  furious  over  Eric  Dane's  indiscretions,  his  friendliness 
with  questionable  natives,  and  his  acquaintance  with  the 
bazaar.  Nice  people  in  the  district  had  treated  the  gossip 
for  what  it  was  worth  at  one  time  ;  but  now  things  had 
taken  a  more  serious  turn,  and  soon  the  delinquent  would 
feel  their  displeasure.  So  far,  sympathy  for  his  wife 
glossed  over  much  of  his  behaviour,  but  this  concession 
was  growing  threadbare  through  bad  usage.  Nancy  Dane 
had  everyone's  sympathy,  yet  the  line  was  being  perceptibly 
drawn,  and  Eric  Dane's  most  ardent  admirers  would  in 
time  not  be  able  to  bear  the  test.  That  time,  however, 
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was  still  a  good  way  off,  for  women  can  be,  and  are,  at 
times  very  foolish  where  a  good-looking,  plausible  man  is 
concerned. 

Nina  Dashwood  realised  her  friend's  position,  and  was 
comparatively  helpless  to  check  the  tide  of  criticism  and 
disfavour  that  would  eventually  descend  upon  Nancy's 
innocent  head.  She  could  only  rally  the  forces  of  her 
little  contingent  to  Nancy's  aid. 

"  Your  imagination  plays  havoc  with  your  sensitive 
nature,  my  dear.  Eric  has  always  been  indiscreet  in  his 
wish  to  make  money  ;  he  has  no  discretion.  These  bazaar 
merchants  will  all  cheat  him  in  the  end,  for  a  good  many 
of  them  are  out  to  do  us.  Eric's  position  here  is  not  secure 
enough  for  him  to  play  about ;  he  is  just  a  fool ;  but  there 
are  people  near  who  won't  always  give  him  the  benefit 
of  the  doubt.  And  of  course  he  has  enemies.  Most  men 
have,  especially  those  whom  a  lot  of  silly  women  are 
constantly  fluttering  round.  And  that's  the  penalty  a 
woman  pays  for  marrying  a  handsome  man,  Nancy,  my 
dear.  So  you  must  grin  and  bear  it,  or  else  work  up  a 
case  against  your  husband  and  divorce  him." 

"  Nina,  that  is  not  the  advice  I  expected  to  get  from 
you.  I  asked  for  an  explanation,  knowing  that  you 
generally  hear  all  the  gossip  that  is  going  the  round  of  the 
Station.  Instead,  you  fence  with  me,  and  end  by  giving 
me  the  advice  I  did  not  ask  for.  But  I  am  no  fool ;  your 
last  sentence  convinces  me  that  you  know  everything, 
and  that  it  is  serious." 

Nancy  Dane  rose  from  her  chair  and  began  pacing  the 
room,  her  hands  clasped  tightly  together. 

"  If  only  I  knew  what  ground  to  go  on.  If  I  could  only 
find  out  what  they  are  saying  I  could  confront  them  with 
their  slanders."  Brave  little  soul  that  she  was  !  "  These 
busybodies  that  would  deliberately  wreck  people's  lives 
simply  for  gossip's  sake." 

Mrs.  Dashwood  had  also  risen.    She  placed  her  hand 
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upon  Nancy's  shoulder,  turned  her  face  to  the  light,  the 
grey  light  of  an  Indian  wet  day. 

"  Come,  come  !  Nancy,  be  reasonable  ;  the  people  who 
matter  are  still  Eric's  friends."  Nina  hoped  the  lie  would 
be  forgiven  her,  for  it  was  spoken  for  a  good  cause — the 
saving  of  Nancy  Dane's  soul.  "  I  saw  General  Hungerford 
speaking  to  him  only  yesterday ;  they  were  walking  along 
together,  and  seemed  both  to  be  in  the  best  of  spirits, 
and  most  friendly.  They  were  joined  later  by  Sir  John 
Rossfield.  The  whole  of  Bundapur  could  see  them,  for 
the  rest  of  the  conclave  between  the  three  men  took  place 
on  the  club  steps.  They  were  there  for  quite  a  long  time. 
I  was  in  the  reading-room  waiting  for  Fenella  Carlton  to 
join  me."  She  did  not  tell  her  friend  what  was  told  her 
later — that  the  subject  of  conversation  between  the  three 
men  was  wholly  on  account  of  the  Maharajah  of  Nanda- 
pur's  festivities  ;  just  a  business  talk  ;  whether  the  portion 
of  the  palace  under  Dane's  supervision  was  in  a  fit  state  to 
hold  a  military  reception  in  honour  of  the  birthday  of 
that  potentate.  But  she  had  gained  her  object.  She 
had  for  the  time  being  quieted  Nancy's  suspicions. 

"  I  am  glad  you  have  told  me  this,  Nina.  I  know  I  am 
imaginative,  and  perhaps  nervous  too." 

She  led  Mrs.  Dashwood  back  to  her  chair,  and  changed 
the  conversation. 

"  You  know,  of  course,  we  are  expecting  Eric's  cousin, 
Philip  Dane.  If  there  is  any  little  unpleasantness  with 
regard  to  Eric's  unfortunate  indiscretion  with  these  native 
merchants,  like  Abdulla  for  instance,  Philip's  coming  will 
smooth  things  out  again,  I  feel  sure.  He  knows  Sir  John  ; 
they  are  old  family  friends.  Eric  left  home  young,  and 
never  came  in  contact  with  the  Rossfields,  as  a  matter  of 
fact,  till  out  here  two  years  ago.  But  with  Philip,  his 
cousin,  it  was  different,  for  Sir  John  and  Philip's  father 
were  contemporaries  at  Oxford,  and  later  too." 

"  Well,  I  am  glad  for  your  sake,  as  well  as  for  your 
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husband's,  that  Philip  Dane  is  coming  to  pay  you  a 
visit." 

A  masculine  voice  broke  in  on  the  silence  which  followed. 

"  It's  awfully  good  of  you  to  say  so." 

Both  women  started  perceptibly,  and  turned  to  where  a 
man  stood  hesitatingly  upon  the  threshold  of  the  room. 
He  was  in  shooting-kit,  and  was  splashed  with  mud,  and 
not  altogether  a  presentable  object  for  a  lady's  drawing-room. 

"  I  did  not  mean  to  be  guilty  of  eavesdropping,  and 
please  forgive  my  untidy  appearance." 

He  looked  appealingly  to  both  women,  but  still  did  not 
make  any  advance  into  the  room.  He  waited  for  permis- 
sion, and  still  neither  woman  spoke. 

Nancy  was  more  than  startled  by  the  intruder's  sudden 
appearance  ;  she  was  for  the  moment  dumbfounded  by  his 
astonishing  likeness  to  her  husband.  For  the  first  few 
seconds  she  thought  it  was  the  latter  returned  unexpectedly 
from  Nandapur,  but  a  longer  scrutiny  enabled  her  to 
distinguish  a  great  difference  between  the  two  men  which 
was  not  discernible  at  the  first  glance. 

Her  first  impression  was  instant  dislike.  The  resem- 
blance to  her  husband  no  doubt  prompted  this,  unjust  as 
it  was.  Nina  Dashwood  waited  for  her  hostess  to 
speak.  She  had  already  met  Philip  Dane  up  at  Quetta 
earlier  in  the  year  at  some  regimental  sports,  and  she 
doubted  if  he  would  recognise  her. 

Dane  spoke  again. 

"  You  are  my  cousin  Nancy.  I  have  looked  forward 
so  much  to  meeting  you  and  Eric."  He  hesitated — at 
least  Mrs.  Dashwood  thought  she  detected  this  hesitation 
on  his  part  over  his  professed  pleasure  at  meeting  a  man 
who,  from  what  report  said,  had  no  two  ideas  in  common 
with  him.  But  let  that  be  as  it  may,  she  was  perhaps  a 
trifle  on  edge  after  her  talk  with  Nancy  a  few  minutes 
before,  and  was  therefore  on  the  alert  for  what  might 
have  no  earthly  significance  whatever. 
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"  I  was  able  to  get  here  sooner  than  I  thought  possible, 
with  the  roads  in  an  almost  impassible  state  through  the 
rain,"  he  continued  apologetically. 

Nancy  had  by  now  completely  recovered  her  equilibrium. 

"  How  do  you  do  ?  "  she  said  constrainedly,  advancing 
quickly  to  meet  Dane  with  her  hand  outstretched  in 
welcome.  "  Welcome  to  Bundapur.  I  am  afraid  it  is 
not  looking  at  its  best  at  this  time  of  year,  but  I  hope  you 
will  not  be  too  horribly  bored.  We  will  do  our  best  to 
make  the  time  hang  not  too  heavily  on  your  hands." 
She  felt  herself  blundering  on  like  a  shy,  awkward  school- 
girl. "  I  am  sorry  Eric  is  not  here  to  welcome  you  also." 

She  broke  off  suddenly,  as  she  did  not  wish  to  remind 
him  that  he  had  come  earlier  than  the  time  specified  by 
him  in  his  letter. 

Dane  laughed  easily  as  he  replied  : 

"  How  can  I  expect  you  both  to  be  waiting  on  the 
doorstep,  so  to  speak,  for  me  to  turn  up  ?  I  know  I  am 
some  hours  earlier  than  I  expected  to  be.  I  hope  I  have 
not  put  you  out."  Again  his  voice  and  speech  was  full  of 
apologies.  "  Please  have  no  hesitation  in  saying  so,  if  I 
have  ?  " 

He  spoke  somewhat  constrainedly,  yet  hurriedly.  His 
eyes  had  never  left  Nancy's  face,  for  at  the  back  of  his 
mind  the  knowledge  he  had  of  his  cousin  Eric's  character 
forced  itself  upon  him,  and,  although  he  carried  on  the  con- 
versation normally,  he  was  inwardly  filled  with  amazement. 

How  had  Eric  managed  to  possess  himself  of  this  charm- 
ing woman  ?  He  had  expected  to  find  his  cousin's  wife 
pretty,  or  perhaps  beautiful,  but  either  frivolous  to  a 
degree,  with  very  little  brain,  or  handsome  and  coarse. 
He  was  agreeably  surprised,  for  he  had  not  looked  for- 
ward to  his  visit,  and  might  have  got  out  of  it  if  it  had  not 
been  for  his  promise  made  to  Guy  Hungerford  up  at 
Quetta.  Private  theatricals  were  not  much  in  his  line, 
but  he  was  good-natured,  and  the  boy  had  pleaded  so 
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persistently  that  Dane  had  given  in,  though  much  against 
hid  will. 

He  was  thankful  that,  barring  Sir  John  Rossfield  and 
his  cousin,  he  knew  no  one  at  Bundapur  whose  criticism 
he  cared  a  tinker's  curse  about. 

Mrs.  Dane  had  turned  to  her  friend. 

"  Have  you  met  Mr.  Dane  ?  " 

Nina  Dashwood  came  forward. 

"  Yes,  we  have  met  before,"  she  said  looking  at  Dane, 
"up  at  Quetta.  Do  you  remember,  at  the  Longshires' 
Sports  ?  " 

"  Yes,  Mrs.  Dashwood,  of  course.  I  remember  quite 
well.  I  should  be  a  dullhead  if  I  did  not."  His  eyes  were 
frank,  friendly  eyes,  and  Nina  held  good  her  first  impres- 
sion of  him.  She  liked  him,  and  was  glad  he  had  come  at 
a  time  when  his  presence  would  stabilise  the  Danes'  posi- 
tion in  Bundapur,  which  Eric  had  somewhat  jeopardised. 
She  felt  she  could  trust  him  to  stand  by  his  cousin  for 
Nancy's  sake,  if  for  nothing  else. 

She  knew  Eric  was  in  debt ;  she  hoped  his  cousin  would 
see  his  way  to  putting  him  on  his  feet  again — also  for 
Nancy's  sake.  Philip  shook  hands  warmly  with  Nina 
Dashwood,  with  the  feeling  that  in  her  he  had  someone 
willing  to  be  friendly.  Not  that  he  was  friendless  by 
any  manner  of  means,  but  he  was  a  man  of  sensitive 
character,  and  through  his  own  instincts  and  for  himself 
chose  few  friends.  He  liked  Nina  Dashwood ;  he  felt 
she  was  broad-minded  and  good-natured,  and  he  had  been 
lastingly  impressed  at  Quetta  by  the  natural  good-temper 
in  which  she  conducted  herself.  He  was  dreadfully 
apologetic  over  the  clothes  he  wore  and  his  whole  appear- 
ance. He  explained  to  Nancy  how  he  travelled  down 
from  Dara  by  tonga — a  distance  of  about  four  hundred 
miles — as  he  wanted  to  study  the  country,  its  people,  and 
their  customs.  Already  he  had  gained  a  great  affection 
for  the  "  Jewel  of  the  Empire  "  and  its  people. 
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Nancy  quickly  interpreted  his  desire  to  speak  on  that 
subject.  He  was  fresh  from  his  journey,  and  was  there- 
fore anxious  to  impart  to  sympathetic  listeners  all  he  had 
seen  and  heard.  He  was  like  a  schoolboy  full  of  the  en- 
thusiasm of  his  subject.  Instinctively  he  felt  his  com- 
panions shared  his  enthusiasm.  Mrs.  Dane  made  him 
feel,  after  much  persuasion,  not  quite  so  unhappy  over 
his  appearance  and  would  not  hear  of  him  changing  till 
he  had  had  some  tea.  She  gave  the  necessary  orders  to 
Motee  for  his  luggage  to  be  taken  to  his  room  and  his 
bearers  and  the  tonga-driver  to  be  quartered  and  fed. 

The  first  impression  she  felt  of  intense  dislike  for  her 
guest  rapidly  vanished  under  his  frank,  open  manner. 
Yet  she  felt  her  mind  turn  swiftly  back  to  the  conversation 
she  had  had  with  Fenella  Carlton  only  a  few  days  before, 
for,  directly  she  was  made  aware  of  his  identity,  she  found 
herself  looking  for  some  indication  in  his  manner  of  what 
her  friend  had  accused  him ;  that  he  was  nervous,  almost 
furtively  apologetic.  At  least,  this  was  the  idea  her  friend 
had  given  her  to  understand  would  be  the  case. 

She  found  her  mind  like  a  bridge  spanning  the  years,  for 
a  century  ago  this  man's  ancestor  was  guilty  of  com- 
mitting a  cruel  and  cowardly  act  upon  his  defenceless 
kinsman.  He  had  deserted  his  wife,  the  gamekeeper's 
daughter,  and  had  left  his  accomplices  in  crime  to  bear 
the  full  brunt  of  his  misdeeds.  But,  try  as  she  would, 
she  could  not  associate  the  man  before  her  with  that 
bygone  character  who  left  behind  it  so  terrible  a  heritage. 

She  tried  to  focuss  her  mind  upon  the  present.  Nina 
Dashwood  and  Philip  Dane  were  speaking  and  comparing 
notes,  for  Nina  was  bewailing  her  fate.  Her  husband  was 
soon  to  retire  and  go  home,  but  Nina  did  not  want  to  go 
home.  Patriotically,  England  was  home,  but  her  heart 
would  be  left  behind  in  the  land  of  her  adoption.  She 
instantly  had  Philip  Dane's  sympathy,  and  they  both  fell 
to  extolling  the  beauty  of  their  surroundings,  for,  in  spite  of 
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the  deluge  through  which  the  latter  had  entered  the 
State  of  Nandapur,  he  was  whole-heartedly  impressed  by 
the  grandeur  of  the  scenery  and  the  kindliness  of  the 
countryfolk  in  their  picturesque  village  homes  in  his 
journey  across  country,  accompanied  by  his  half-dozen 
bearers. 

Nancy  Dane  followed  her  guest's  conversation  in  silence 
and  with  interest,  for  she  had  at  heart  the  welfare  of  the 
children  of  those  noble  and  ancient  races  whose  country 
she  loved  and  whose  complex  characters  were  to  her  a 
never-ending  source  of  interest  and  study.  But  she  found 
that  between  herself  and  Philip  Dane  a  spectre  of  the  past 
barred  the  way  ;  its  overpowering  influence  stood  between 
them,  and  prevented  the  natural  impulse  in  her  to  be 
friendlily  disposed  toward  him,  and  to  trust  him. 

The  nervous  peculiarity  of  his  manner  as  expressed  by 
Fenella  Carlton  she  failed  to  distinguish.  She  knew, 
though,  that,  now  he  was  far  from  the  environment  of  his 
home  and  its  surroundings,  the  fresh  scenes  and  strange 
customs  of  this  soul-interesting  race  he  was  now  brought 
in  hourly  contact  with  would  have  the  effect  of  shifting 
the  burden  (for  burden  she  knew  it  to  be)  of  what  hereditary 
evil  might  befall  him.  Did  the  idea  obsess  him?  She 
felt  he  was  the  sort  of  man  who  would  bear  upon  his  own 
shoulders,  with  almost  distressing  conscientiousness,  the 
consequences  of  an  evil  deed  wrought  by  his  own  kin. 
Knowing  all  this  by  instinct,  she  was  afraid  that  in  him 
she  would  trace  some  terrible  hereditary  flaw. 


CHAPTER  XII 

FENELLA  CARLTON  dropped  in  to  discuss  with  her  friend 
the  now  most  important  topic  of  the  day,  the  production 
of  Guy  Hungerford's  play,  The  Flower  of  Persia,  at  the 
palace  of  the  Maharajah  of  Nandapur,  for  she  had  been 
that  day  with  Sir  John  Rossfield  and  Guy  Hungerford  to 
pay  their  respects  to  His  Highness  and  to  thank  the  latter 
for  the  spontaneous  way  in  which  he  offered  to  make  Guy's 
play  as  great  a  success  as  lay  in  his  power. 

The  Maharajah  of  Nandapur  was  a  most  courtly  gentle- 
man of  great  personal  dignity  who  was  beloved  by  his 
subjects  for  his  lavish  hospitality  and  liberality  of  purpose. 
A  kindly  ruler  who  seasoned  j  ustice  with  mercy.  A  friend 
who  was  voted  by  the  British  Community  at  Bundapur 
a  true  sportsman  and  an  all-round  good  sort. 

Fenella  came  bubbling  over  with  nattering  eulogiums 
of  his  kindness  and  the  whole-hearted  way  in  which  he 
placed  the  greater  part  of  the  public  apartments  of  the 
palace  at  their  disposal.  The  Maharajah  had  himself 
conducted  his  visitors  through  lanes  of  brilliantly-robed 
officials,  clerks  and  servants,  to  a  second  Hall  of  Audience, 
which  was  considered  more  adaptable  to  their  purpose  than 
the  principal  hall  would  have  been.  So  carried  away  was 
she  that  she  failed  to  notice  Philip  Dane's  presence.  The 
latter  had  been  sitting  with  the  piano  between 
himself  and  the  door  by  which  he  had  entered.  He 
had  risen  to  his  feet,  but  a  palm  half  screened  him  from 
view. 

"  Nancy  dear,  I  have  heaps  to  discuss  with  you.  Uncle 
John,  Guy,  and  myself,  have  been  up  at  Nandapur  paying 
our  respects  to  the  Maharajah.  Oh,  what  a  dream  of  a 
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place !  The  Arabian  Nights  haven't  a  look  in.  His 
Highness  himself  conducted  us  over  rooms  and  pavilions 
we  had  never  entered  before.  And  the  Hall  of  Audience 
we  are  to  have  is  simply  gorgeous,  for  the  walls  are  covered 
with  mirrors  and  Arabian  carving.  High  up  above  the 
mirrors  are  quaint  little  windows,  before  which  is  placed 
fine  lattice-work.  The  floor  is  of  marble  inlaid  with  choice 
mosaic.  In  the  centre  of  the  hall  from  the  ceiling  hangs 
a  wonderful  chandelier  of  a  thousand  or  more  lights.  You 
can  imagine  the  effect  it  has  when  lighted  with  all  the 
mirrors  reflecting.  The  dais  is  quite  large  enough  to  form 
the  stage  ;  it  only  wants  a  curtain  rigged  up,  and  there 
are  innumerable  doors  in  the  wall  at  the  back  of  the  dais 
which  will  be  useful  as  exits — a  most  ideal  setting.  The 
Maharajah,  a  perfect  darling,  has  promised  flowers  and 
palms — in  fact,  will  turn  the  whole  hall  into  a  real  Persian 
garden  if  we  wish.  Guy  is  wild  with  delight,  and  almost 
slapped  His  Highness  on  the  back  in  his  exuberance  of 
spirits.  I  nearly  embraced  him.  I  don't  know  which  he 
would  have  preferred  most — Guy's  spontaneous  salutation 
or  my  hug !  "  She  paused,  almost  completely  out  of 
breath  with  excitement.  It  was  an  unusual  sight  for  her 
friends  to  see  Fenella  excited,  however  out  of  the 
ordinary  the  cause ;  they  watched  her  flushed  face  with 
amusement. 

"  Have  you  memorised  all  your  lines  ?  "  she  said,  turning 
to  Mrs.  Dashwood,  but  she  left  her  no  time  in  which  to 
reply  before  she  was  off  again.  "  I  swotted  all  yesterday 
at  mine,  and  while  Uncle  John  and  the  Maharajah  were 
conversing  on  matters  apart  from  us,  Guy  and  I  did  a  little 
rehearsing  on  our  own,  greatly  to  the  astonishment  of  the 
velvet-clad  officials,  who,  I  am  sure,  took  us  to  be  a  couple 
of  harmless  lunatics  allowed  out  for  an  airing." 

She  drew  up  abruptly,  her  eyes  resting  for  the  first  time 
upon  Dane's  half -screened  figure.  In  the  pause  which 
ensued,  Nancy  spoke. 
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"  Eric's  cousin,  Philip  Dane,  has  come,  Fenella." 

Nancy  could  get  no  further.  Fenella,  always  most 
spontaneous  in  her  greetings,  had  interrupted  her,  as  the 
identity  of  the  stranger  became  known  to  her, 
through  her  own  self,  for  she  hardly  heard  Nancy  Dane 
speaking. 

"  Hullo,  Philip,  so  you  have  turned  up  at  last  at 
Bundapur,  the  edge  of  beyond,  as  you  will  discover 
before  you  have  been  here  a  few  days.  I  never  thought 
you  would  come,"  she  said,  with  her  usual  frankness, 
"  until  I  had  heard  Guy  Hungerford  bagged  you  for 
one  of  his  principal  characters  in  The  Flower  of 
Persia." 

She  paused  and  eyed  him  critically.  "  You  are  a  day 
before  the  time  you  specified.  Guy  will  be  sick  he  did  not 
come  on  here  with  me,  as  he  has  been  simply  famishing 
to  meet  you  and  discuss  things." 

Mrs.  Dane  found  herself  watching  the  varied  expressions 
cross  her  cousin's  face,  for  utter  astonishment  gave  place 
to  blank  bewilderment  as  he  gazed  at  Fenella  and  wondered 
who  in  the  world  the  pretty  girl  was  who  was  addressing 
him  so  familiarly  and  frankly.  His  embarrassment  at 
length  made  itself  felt  to  Fenella. 

"  You  don't  mean  to  tell  me  you  have  forgotten  me  ?  " 
Incredulity  enlarged  the  already  large  pupils  in  her  dark 
eyes.  "  You  don't  mean  to  say  you  have  forgotten  having 
ever  met  me  ?  "  She  fixed  her  dark  eyes  accusingly  upon 
him.  Philip  Dane  smiled  as  Fenella  waved  Nancy 
back. 

"  I  am  sorry."  His  tone  was  that  of  abject  apology. 
"  But  I  shall  have  to  confess  that  I  am  utterly  at  a 
loss  to  remember  where,  and  when,  we  met  before.  I 
know  my  memory  is  abominable  ;  it  plays  me  no  end  of 
scurvy  tricks.  I  ought  to  be  suspended  by  my  heels  over 
a  charcoal  fire,  for  no  punishment  is  too  great  for  the 
offence  I  am  guilty  of.  Can  you  imagine  the  smoke  curling 
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up  and  covering  one's  face,  blinding  one's  eyes  and  sticking 
in  one's  nostrils  ?  Ugh  !  but  I  deserve  it." 

They  were  all  laughing  heartily  over  Dane's  contrite, 
woebegone  countenance.  Fenella  was  imperial  in  her 
forgiveness. 

"  I  forgive  you,  though  thousands  wouldn't ;  they 
would  condemn  you  to  even  worse  torture  than  that  which 
you  propose.  Your  offence  is  a  grave  one  and  deserves 
the  most  deadly  form  of  punishment  the  human  mind 
can  conceive." 

Dane  began  to  shiver,  while  the  smile  widened  upon 
his  lips,  disclosing  a  set  of  perfectly  even  teeth,  but  Fenella 
was  unmerciful. 

"  Yes,"  she  repeated,  "  the  worst  form  of  punishment. 

Now  your "  She  paused  suddenly,  a  deep  flush 

flooded  her  cheeks,  mounting  to  her  pure  white  brow. 
In  her  thoughtless,  impulsive  way,  she  was  running  on 
to  say,  "  Your  great  grandfather  would  soon  have  devised 
a  means  to  wring  a  vow  of  true  penitence  from  your  lips." 
Fortunately  she  had  stopped  herself  in  time.  Mrs.  Dane 
was  quick  to  note  the  change,  the  look  of  deep  depression 
which  instantly  overspread  Philip's  face.  She  felt  annoyed 
with  Fenella,  but  it  was  strange  that  both  the  latter's, 
and  her  thoughts,  should  be  focused  upon  the  same  sub- 
ject— the  overshadowing  influence  of  a  wicked  man. 

Nina  Dashwood  also  noted  the  change,  and  was 
thoroughly  mystified.  She  was  not  familiar  with  the 
Danes'  family  history  and  had  little  or  no  interest  in  them, 
with  the  exception  of  Eric  Dane's  wife  ;  but  her  interest 
in  the  newcomer  was  growing  apace.  She  had  been  struck 
with  his  handsome  appearance  when  she  met  him  at 
Quetta,  but  had  then  no  idea  that  he  would  become  an 
important  addition  to  their  little  world  at  the  hill  Station 
at  Bundapur. 

Nancy  Dane  fortunately  was  quick-witted  and  handled 
awkward  situations  both  skilfully  and  instantly. 
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"  Miss  Carlton's  home  is  at  Leston,  only  a  few  miles 
from  Lee  Haven,  Philip." 

A  light  broke  through  the  gloom. 

"  What,  not  little  Fenella  Carl  ton,  who  rode  the  j  oiliest 
little  beast  in  all  the  Dartmoor  country,  and  was  usually 
to  be  found  in  at  the  '  death.'  What  a  plucky  couple 
you  both  were." 

He  was  flattering  her,  but  she  was  gracious  enough  to 
accept  his  flattery.  He  strode  forward  holding  out  his 
hand  to  grasp  hers.  Fenella  extended  hers  doubtfully, 
having  almost  instantly  recovered  her  confusion. 

"  I  don't  remember  you  among  the  '  field.'  If  you 
were  there  you  never  made  yourself  known  to  me.  And 
our  people  knew  each  other  awfully  well,  though  we  did 
not  often  meet." 

"  I  was  there  right  enough,"  he  laughed  ruefully.  "  You 
were  always  most  independent.  No  one,  if  he  valued 
his  life,  dared  approach  within  a  couple  of  hundred  yards 
of  your  ladyship.  I  remember  once  offering  to  adjust 
your  stirrup  for  you,  and  got  my  nose  bitten  off  for  my 
pains.  You  were  sitting  badly  that  day,  one  stirrup 
shorter  than  the  other.  I  ventured  to  point  it  out  to  you. 
Ugh  !  You  were  very  young — about  seven." 

"  Six  and  a  half,"  interrupted  Fenella  coolly.  The 
cloud  had  passed.  "  Yes,  I  know  I  was  very  angry 
that  day  because  Farrah,  the  groom,  had  argued  with 
me  over  it,  and  I  had  ended  by  kicking  him  in  the 
chest,  and  clapping  heels  into  Rollo's  side  and  bolting. 
Then  just  as  I  had  cooled  down,  you  came  up,  and 
unfortunately  your  remark  coincided  with  Farrah's  !  " 

"  Oh,  I  see."  He  paused,  then  spoke  again.  "  You 
cannot  expect  me  to  " 

She  interrupted  him.  "  No,  I  quite  see  your  point. 
You  cannot  be  expected  to  recognise  in  a  grown  woman 
the  naughty  child  of  six.  Think  again,  cast  your  mind 
back  over  the  flight  of  years  I  " 
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She  was  tragic.  Nancy  and  Mrs.  Dash  wood  were  enjoy- 
ing the  situation  immensely,  now  that  the  awkward  pause 
which  had  followed  Fenella's  indiscreet  remark  was  safely 
over  and  Dane's  countenance  had  cleared. 

"  Only  five  years  ago  Uncle  John  Rosstield  and  I  drove 
over  to  Haven  Park  to  lunch  with  your  father.  You 
came  hi  later  from  shooting.  Now,  do  you  remember  ?  " 

She  was  still  a  child,  in  spite  of  the  nonchalant  indiffer- 
ence which  had  now  become  almost  a  habit — a  habit 
she  would  later  find  it  difficult  to  throw  off  if  she  were  not 
careful. 

With  her  friends  she  was  her  natural  self — spontaneous, 
impulsive,  and  delightfully  unaffected.  Philip  Dane's 
presence  had  brought  home  to  her  all  the  atmosphere  of 
the  dear  home  country,  her  parents,  whom  she  passionately 
loved,  and  the  associates  of  her  girlhood.  Beneath  the 
gay  banter  and  ready  wit  of  her  tongue,  her  heart  suffered 
a  pang.  A  sudden  suffocating  longing  rose  in  her  throat 
for  the  company  of  those  dear  to  her,  and  for  the  dear 
Devon  country.  She  ached  to  feel  the  soft  heather- 
scented  breeze  blowing  on  her  cheeks  from  across  the 
undulating  moors  of  the  homeland.  The  winding  lane, 
the  steep  banks  showing  the  rich  red  soil,  the  stately  fox- 
glove, the  trailing  bramble,  the  glistening  hart's  tongue 
fringing  the  laughing,  singing  brook,  and  beyond,  the 
heather-clad  hills  of  Devon.  .  .  . 

Oh,  the  longing,  the  heartache  for  the  hills  of  one's 
native  county  !  Their  call  to  the  wanderer  is  the  most 
heart-searching,  most  stirring  of  all  calls.  Fenella 
Carlton's  mind  was  suddenly  filled  with  resolution  to 
secure  a  berth  for  herself  in  the  first  mail  steamer  leaving 
Karachi  for  home  !  The  hills  of  Devon  continued  to 
call,  but  for  a  season  they  called  in  vain. 

"  Why,  of  course,  I  remember."  Dane  was  mightily 
relieved,  for  his  memory  was  exceptionally  elusive  where 
women's  acquaintance  was  concerned.  He  was  not  a 
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woman's  man ;  he  was  more  content  to  pass  his 
days  either  in  sport  or  pursuing  what  to  him  was  a  most 
congenial  occupation — delving  into  the  untrodden  paths  of 
nature. 

People  and  customs  of  strange  lands  were  of  great 
interest  to  him  ;  but  he  was  no  idler.  He  had,  with  his 
father's  help,  steadily  reclaimed  and  cultivated  the  land 
his  ancestor,  Morton  Dane,  had  sacrificed  in  his  pursuit 
of  pleasure  and  gaming,  and  once  again  the  broad  acres 
of  Haven  Park  came  back  to  their  former  owners. 

"  I  showed  you  round  the  stables,"  Dane  went  on  glibly. 
"  And  we  both  shook  hands  over  our  mutual  abhorrence 
of  the  motor." 

"  I  don't  remember  that."  Fenella  was  not  to  be 
cajoled  thus  easily,  "  though  you  are  perfectly  right 
with  regard  to  my  feelings  over  cars.  Ugh !  beastly 
things.  I  hope  petrol  will  give  out  all  over  the  world." 
She  sighed  heavily.  "  Then  I  expect  they'll  drive  by 
electricity." 

"  How  can  one  imagine  England  without  horses,"  Mrs. 
Dash  wood  broke  in  quickly.  "  We,  who  have  been  such 
horse-lovers." 

"  I  think  the  horse-lover  will  be  forced  to  do  without 
them  for  a  very  good  reason — simply  because  we  do  love 
them,  that  is  reason  enough  in  all  faith." 

Philip  Dane  was  a  great  horse  enthusiast,  and  Nina 
Dashwood's  remark  forged  the  first  link  in  the  chain  of 
friendship,  which  was  destined  to  be  of  both  a  sincere  and 
lasting  character. 

They  then  all  four  fell  to  discussing  their  favourite  sub- 
ject— horses.  And  because  they  were  enthusiasts,  their 
subject  claimed  their  attention  to  such  an  extent  that  the 
little  unpleasantness  Fenella's  thoughtlessness  had  created 
completely  disappeared. 

Eric  Dane  came  in  later ;  he  showed  little,  or  no,  surprise 
on  greeting  his  cousin.  This  was  quickly  explained ;  he 
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had  met  Motee  at  the  compound  gate,  who  had  informed 
him  that  the  long-expected  lord  Sahib  had  arrived,  and 
had  brought  only  a  very  little  luggage.  Motee  suffered 
from  the  usual  torm  of  inquisitiveness ;  it  forced  him  to 
inquire  if  the  Sahib's  stay  was  to  be  a  long  one.  As  he 
asked,  his  eye  was  on  his  master's  stick — phh !  a 
near  shave.  Motee  was  a  past-master  in  the  art  of 
dodging  ! 

Motee  was  his  Mem-sahib's  slave.  What  cared  he  for 
the  badly  aimed  slipper  and  the  too  handy  cane  ?  He 
dodged  both,  or  bore  both,  for  her  sake,  because  she  was  just 
and  trusted  him,  and  by  her  trust  had  created  him  a  Sahib 
in  the  bazaar. 

Eric  Dane  greeted  his  cousin  in  his  usual  suave,  easy 
manner,  but  his  welcome  was  full  of  forced  spontaneity, 
not  perceptible  to  all,  perhaps ;  but  his  wife  marked  it 
instantly  and  felt  her  disappointment  acutely.  She  had 
built  upon  Philip's  visit  giving  her  husband  fresh  interests 
and  herself  relief  from  the  constant  strain  of  her  uncon- 
genial life.  With  Eric's  interests  occupied,  she  would 
escape  the  dreary  effort  of  maintaining  conversation  between 
them  during  the  few  hours  he  spent  under  his  own  roof. 
Also,  Philip's  presence  had  meant  a  diversion  from  the 
usual  monotony  of  the  wet  season. 

With  many,  badminton  was  a  stand-by  and  was  played 
vigorously  and  strenuously ;  but  Eric  never  cared  for  it, 
and  was  very  irritable  because  Nancy  did  like  it  and  could 
put  up  a  good  game. 

With  Eric's  entrance  Mrs.  Dashwood  and  Fenella  rose 
to  take  their  leave. 

"  Mrs.  Lacy  was  hunting  round  for  you,  her  peon  could 
find  you  nowhere,  not  even  in  your  favourite  haunts," 
Fenella  said  curtly,  as  she  drew  near  to  where  Dane  was 
standing.  His  cousin  had  risen  and  was  standing  with  his 
back  to  the  light.  "  She  wants  your  help  to-night  with 
a  rehearsal  which  she  has  suddenly  made  up  her  mind 
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to  have  up  at  the  club."  She  continued  indifferently, 
"  I  told  her  if  I  happened  to  drift  across  you,  I  would 
tell  you.  I  don't  think  she  trusted  me  to  deliver  her 
message,  for  I  find  she  came  on  here  and  told  Nancy  to 
tell  you." 

Dane  thanked  her  and  made  a  movement  towards  the 
door  leading  to  the  verandah.  Mrs.  Dash  wood  had  hung 
back  and  was  speaking  with  his  wife.  He  wondered  what 
they  had  to  say  at  the  last  moment,  and  in  low  tones  too. 
Nancy  had  an  irritable  way  ;  if  she  wanted  to  make  re- 
marks about  him,  why  not  make  them  when  he  was  not 
there  ;  it  was  a  beastly  bad  habit  she  had  got  into,  he  would 
have  to  correct  her  severely  for  it,  and  make  her  break 
herself  of  it ;  he  was  sure  she  was  disloyal  to  him  !  Philip 
Dane  was  watching  him  and  fathomed  to  a  certain  extent 
his  cousin's  thoughts.  It  came  as  a  great  shock  to  him, 
for  although  Eric  Dane  considered  he  had  full  control  of 
his  expression,  he  could  not  prevent  that  miserable  shaft 
of  mistrust  darting  from  his  handsome  eyes  when  they 
rested  upon  his  wife. 

"  Guy  Hungerford  tried  to  get  you  on  the  phone,  but 
was  not  successful.  He  will  be  tremendously  delighted 
at  having  Philip's  help  to-night." 

She  looked  towards  the  latter,  who  replied  quietly : 

"  Glad  to  be  of  use  to  Mr.  Hungerford.  I  only  hope  I 
shall  not  make  an  ass  of  myself  and  let  the  poor  fellow  down. 
I  have  only  acted  half  a  dozen  times  in  my  life,  and  that 
was  when  I  was  at  Oxford,  and  when  Hungerford  first 
met  me  at  Quetta  and  fell  a  victim  to  my  wonderful  per- 
formance." He  laughed  sarcastically. 

"  Guy  did  not  tell  me  he  had  seen  you  act." 

There  was  a  storm  brewing  for  the  unfortunate 
dramatist. 

"  They  were  getting  up  a  fund  for  a  poor  woman  whose 
husband  was  knocked  down  and  killed.  The  fellows 
wanted  to  pay  her  passage  home,  and,  seeing  she  was  the 
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sort  one  could  not  give  a  private  cheque  to,  they  decided 
that  a  concert  would  be  the  easiest  way  to  raise  the  money. 
Unfortunately  for  me,  there  was  a  man  at  Quetta  who  had 
been  at  Oxford  with  me,  and  he  blabbed  on  me.  I  wanted 
to  help,  though  not  in  any  way  they  chose  ;  but  they 
would  take  no  refusal.  And  I  did  it  for  the  woman's 
sake."  He  spoke  as  if  he  was  ashamed  of  his  dramatic 
abilities. 

"  I  made  Hungerford  promise  not  to  say  anything,  as 
people  expect  so  much  more  of  one,  if  one  is  spoken  of  as 
having  already  dabbled  in  acting.  I  am  really  very 
amateurish,  and  I  wish  to  heavens  I  had  not  given  my 
word  to  Hungerford.  Having  gone  so  far,  and  run  him 
close,  I  shall  have  to  go  on  now." 

"  Yes,  decidedly."  Fenella  spoke  emphatically  and 
included  all  with  a  sweep  of  her  hand.  "  We  won't  allow 
you  to  drop  out,  will  we  ?  "  She  fixed  Eric  Dane  with  her 
compelling  eyes. 

"  No,  no  !     Of  course  not !  " 

Fenella  said,  "  Ugh  !  How  flat,"  beneath  her  breath. 
She  was  swiftly  drawing  a  comparison  between  the  two 
men.  Although  in  appearance  the  likeness  was  striking 
in  the  extreme  at  first,  yet  after  studying  the  two 
more  closely,  the  difference  grew  to  such  an  extent 
that  the  resemblance  faded.  It  was  even  difficult  to 
trace  ;  it  was  an  elusive  resemblance — never  twice  the 
same. 

Eric  Dane  was  thoroughly  conscious  of  Fenella's  criticism. 
He  had  no  doubt  as  to  whom  she  would  award  the  palm. 
He  could  afford  to  patronise  Phil,  and  he  accordingly 
did  so. 

Nina  Dashwood  and  his  wife  had  finished  their  supposed 
secret  conclave,  the  trend  of  which  had  been  the  solicitude 
of  both  ladies  for  a  poor  Hindu  girl  who  was  seriously  ill, 
who  had  once  been  in  Mrs.  Dashwood's  employ.  The 
latter  had  approached  to  within  a  few  steps  of  where  Eric 


170  Kali's  Jewels 


Dane  stood,  unnoticed,  and  was  a  silent  onlooker.  The 
room  to  her  seemed  charged  with  electricity  ;  the  part  she 
was  to  take  in  Guy  Hungerford's  sketch  was  a  minor  one  ; 
the  drama  before  her  was  of  much  more  interest  to  her. 
She  knew  of  Fenella  Carlton's  susceptible  tendency  to- 
wards romantic  ideals.  She  knew,  too,  of  Nancy  Dane's 
unhappy  lot.  Philip  Dane  was  handsome  and  chivalrous — 
an  ideal  man.  She  did  not  know  his  history.  There 
was  an  intangible  something,  hardly  perceptible,  to 
account  for ;  perhaps  a  woman  had  played  him  false, 
or  ... 

She  looked  at  him,  standing  with  the  half  light  falling 
upon  his  handsome  face.  No,  he  could  never  play  a 
woman  false.  She  put  the  supposition  instantly  from  her 
as  being  altogether  distasteful  and  incorrect.  She  was  a 
woman  of  quick  discernment  of  character,  and  she  had  an 
intense  dislike  of  Eric  Dane. 

She  was  afraid  for  Fenella  Carlton,  as  she  considered  her 
judgment  was  erratic.  But  then  Nina  Dashwood  and  Mrs. 
Lacy  were  sworn  enemies,  and,  accordingly,  the  former 
resented  the  sway  the  older  woman  held  over  the  girl. 
She  was  afraid  that  Fenella  would  in  the  end  imbibe  too 
much  of  her  personality,  with  its  utter  disregard  for  all 
conventionality  in  any  form,  and  become  contaminated 
with  a  like  spirit. 

Kate  Lacy  was  a  dangerous  companion  for  a  girl  of  such 
susceptible  tendencies  as  Fenella.  She,  Nina,  did  not  look 
upon  the  friendship  in  quite  the  same  light  as  her  friend 
Mrs.  Dane.  But  Nancy  was  different,  as  everyone  agreed  ; 
she  believed  little  or  no  evil  of  anyone. 

Between  the  latter's  husband  and  Mrs.  Dashwood  there 
existed  ever  an  armed  truce,  for  neither  side  trusted  the 
other.  Dane  knew  he  had  a  hard  nut  to  crack  in 
the  latter's  husband,  for  Doctor  Nat  Dashwood  was 
as  true  at  character-reading  as  he  was  at  diagnosing  a 
disease. 
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Dr.  Nat  was  an  enthusiastic  naturalist  and  was  much 
beloved  among  the  native  population,  not  only  for  his 
indefatigable  energy  in  fighting  disease  among  them  but 
because  he  threw  himself  whole-heartedly  into  their  daily 
pursuits.  He  encouraged  their  confidences  and  they 
accepted  his  advice,  knowing  it  to  be  their  interest  he  had 
at  heart.  And  in  return  the  simple  village  folk,  the 
shikari  and  the  bearers  and  beaters  from  the  surrounding 
district,  brought  him  rare  specimens — and  bazaar  gossip. 
The  latter  he  did  not  encourage,  but  could  not  altogether 
suppress. 

Eric  Dane  was  not  popular  among  these  native  classes. 
He  was  too  much  of  an  autocrat ;  he  used  abusive  language 
and  raised  his  cane  to  command  respect — a  fatal  mistake. 
He  paid  poorly  for  service  rendered,  and  sometimes  not 
at  all.  Yet  he  had  no  difficulty  in  obtaining  beaters  and 
bearers,  for  he  was  a  good  shot,  and  there  was  always 
hope  of  spoil  in  his  wake.  The  Hindu,  whatever  class  he 
may  represent,  is  a  sportsman. 

Dr.  Nat  did  not  as  a  rule  make  a  confidante  of  his  wife 
over  such  matters  as  gossip  in  which  Eric  Dane  figured 
conspicuously.  But  sometimes  his  anger  and  disgust  were 
such  that  he  found  it  a  relief  to  pour  his  troubles  into  his 
wife's  sympathetic  ear,  for  it  angered  him  intensely  to 
find  mistrust  and  dislike,  where  it  is  so  easy  for  a  pukah 
Sahib  to  gain  respect  and  be  revered.  The  little  he  let 
fall  to  his  wife  was  sufficient  to  range  her  upon  the  side 
of  those  who  were  content  to  stand  aloof,  in  spite  of  Dane's 
handsome  appearance  and  suave,  courteous  manner, 
which  gained  him  immense  popularity  among  a  certain 
set,  in  which  women,  unfortunately,  predominated. 

The  Dashwoods  were  not  often  found  beneath  Dane's 
roof,  but  Nina  tolerated  Dane  for  his  wife's  sake,  and 
occasionally  accepted  an  invitation  to  dinner  with  them. 
But  on  some  pretext  or  another  she  continued  to  get 
Mrs.  Dane  over  to  her  own  compound,  which  was  a 
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matter  of  a  few  hundred  yards  away  from  the  latter's 
home. 

Eric  did  not  raise  any  objection,  but  if  it  had  been 
possible,  his  cruel,  petty  nature  would  have  prevented 
any  intercourse  between  the  two  houses,  except  that  of  a 
purely  social  nature. 


CHAPTER  XIII 

SEPTEMBER  was  approaching  ;  soon  the  rainy  season  would 
be  over.  Things  had  gone  on  apace  at  Bundapur.  Re- 
hearsals had  been  religiously  held  at  club  and  private 
compound ;  the  artistes  were  all  well  satisfied  with  them- 
selves, except  the  principal  character,  Philip  Dane,  whose 
good  nature  alone  had  compelled  him  to  comply  with  the 
young  dramatist's  request. 

Dane  grudged  the  time  spent  at  the  club,  where 
"  rearrangement "  seemed  constantly  to  be  the  order 
of  the  day  and  night,  whenever  two  or  three  of  the  caste 
happened  to  get  together. 

Then  there  was  the  incessant  cry  for  alteration  in  one's 
lines ;  discontent  and  discord  reigned  supreme.  Yet 
through  it  all  Guy  Hungerford  went  on  his  way  perfectly 
serene,  with  a  pat  here,  so  to  speak,  and  an  encouraging 
word  there.  Dane  often  watched  him  in  amazement ; 
the  youth  showed  himself  a  born  diplomat  far  beyond  his 
years.  His  presence  could  reduce  a  situation,  that  had 
reached  utmost  confusion,  to  contrition  and  peace.  They 
became  great  friends,  Philip  and  he  ;  for  when  Hungerford 
could  get  away  from  the  almost  incessant  demands  upon 
his  person,  he  and  Dane  would  ride  ;  or,  when  the  weather 
was  too  impossible,  play  billiards  up  at  the  club,  heavily 
bribing  the  servants  in  charge  of  the  billiard-room  to 
keep  intruders  away. 

Hungerford  was  a  young  man  of  keen  intellect,  and  had 
a  great  interest  in  life.  He  enjoyed  his  tub.  His  pony  and 
he  were  one.  He  trusted  his  friends  and  looked  for  the 
best.  And  the  best  in  him  brought  the  best  to  the  surface 
in  those  with  whom  he  came  in  contact, 
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His  greatest  interest  was  character  study.  He  was 
interested  in  anyone  ;  the  little  native  boys  playing  in  the 
dust  of  the  highway  held  his  attention — in  them  lay  the 
future  of  their  country  and  fellow-countrymen.  Would 
they  exalt  or  destroy?  He  never  gave  them  money, 
but  went  out  of  his  way  to  find  the  little  bazaar  toys 
their  little  souls  desired.  He  was  known,  almost  too 
well  known,  and  when  riding  with  friends  he  avoided,  if 
possible,  the  bazaars  and  villages  near.  His  friends 
appreciated  his  thought. 

Philip  Dane  came  upon  him  one  day  surrounded  by  a 
crowd  of  bare-limbed  urchins.  The  group  was  near  a 
pool,  where  wallowed  a  herd  of  buffalo,  their  black  hides 
plastered  in  mud.  Hungerford  had  mastered  sufficient 
Tamil  to  make  himself  understood.  After  some  gossip 
the  urchins  left  him  and,  each  one  singling  out  his  beast, 
mounted  it  and  drove  it  home,  belabouring  it  vigorously, 
cursing  the  while  and  using  offensive  language  against  the 
animal's  ancestors.  Dane  enjoyed  the  sight,  Hungerford 
being  thoroughly  unconscious  that  he  was  under  observa- 
tion as  he  gave  a  hand  to  a  short-legged  herd-boy.  Both 
Philip  and  he  stood  down  on  the  bank  and  enjoyed  a  hearty 
laugh  at  the  other's  expense. 

Dane  had  at  first  found  Bundapur  folk  most  congenial 
and  friendly.  Sir  John  and  Lady  Rossfield  were  un- 
affectedly delighted  with  him ;  so  also  Guy's  parents, 
General  and  Mrs.  Hungerford.  Others  fell  in  line  with 
their  leader  and  soon  he  felt  thoroughly  at  home  with  them 
all.  He  was  handsome,  he  was  rich,  and,  but  for  a  certain 
shyness  (almost  apologetic  in  a  peculiarly  marked  way), 
bade  fair  to  become  a  very  popular  figure. 

His  home  life  with  his  cousin,  Eric  Dane,  and  his  wife, 
was  questionable  as  regards  geniality  on  the  former's 
part.  Eric  Dane  hated  him.  He  hated  him  for  his 
popularity  and  his  wealth.  To  do  him  justice,  he  hid  his 
feeling  as  well  as  his  contemptible  nature  would  allow. 
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He  owed  his  cousin  a  grudge  :  he  had  owed  it  all  his  life. 
He  grudged  him  his  home,  his  influence,  his  social  position 
and  his  wealth. 

Philip's  generosity  of  character  had  made  itself  felt  from 
the  time  when,  as  boys,  he  allowed  his  cousin  the  lead  in 
their  youthful  escapades,  and  Eric,  nothing  loath,  took 
full  advantage  of  his  cousin's  good  nature.  He  assumed 
ownership  of  the  mount  lent  him ;  the  stables  were  his  to 
choose  indiscriminately,  and  invariably  his  choice  fell  upon 
Philip's  favourite  pony.  He  used  his  cousin's  favourite 
gun,  his  rods  and  fishing-tackle.  Nothing  was  sacred  to 
ownership.  He  browbeat  the  servants — here  was  where 
his  craftiness  lay — in  his  cousin's  name.  That  which  was 
disagreeable  or  brought  unpopularity  was  shelved  to 
Philip.  The  village  sports  were  held  yearly  in  Haven  Park, 
and  he  took  good  care  that  the  popularity  of  them  should 
be  assigned  to  him.  Like  a  worm  in  the  bud,  his  influence 
crept  into  the  hearts  of  the  simple  folk  of  Lee  Haven, 
gradually  eating  away  their  affection  for  the  heir,  and 
appropriating  it  to  himself. 

He  kept  fanned  into  life  the  evil  stories  of  Philip's  great 
grandparent,  till  the  simple  village  folk  cried  in  the  age-old, 
familiar  words,  "  Can  any  good  come  out  of  Haven  Park  ?  " 

Then  suddenly  his  influence  fell  to  pieces  like  a  house 
built  of  cards,  though  a  certain  stigma  remained,  which 
only  the  softening  influence  of  years  could  effectually 
efface. 

For  at  College,  without  Philip  to  be  shouldered  with  his 
misdeeds,  he  stood  alone,  and  so  fell.  He  was  clever ; 
he  was  sent  to  the  Colonies,  where  to  a  certain  extent  he 
made  good.  Then,  a  friend  of  his  father's  procured  for 
him  a  job  in  India,  which  later  brought  him  under  the 
notice  of  the  Maharajah  of  Nandapur,  who  wished  to  have 
large  structural  improvements  made  in  his  palace-fortress. 
Dane  secured  the  job  which  was  most  remunerative  and 
congenial. 
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His  marriage,  which  took  place  on  the  completion  of 
his  agreement  with  the  ruler  of  Nandapur  was.  as  already 
told,  a  failure ;  for  his  wife  quickly  discovered  that 
beneath  this  veneer  of  suave  courtesy  lay  a  cruel,  vindictive 
nature. 

For  years  the  cousins  did  not  meet.  This  did  not 
prevent  Eric  Dane  from  still  harbouring  within  himself 
that  spirit  of  envy  which  had  had  such  disastrous  effects 
on  their  former  intercourse. 

In  Eric  Dane's  soul  the  spark  smouldered,  waiting  for 
the  time  when,  breaking  from  his  control,  it  would  burst 
into  a  flood  which  would  drown  either  himself  or  his 
victim. 

In  the  meantime,  he  was  content  just  to  keep  the  feeling 
alive,  for  the  worm  was  again  devouring  the  bud,  slowly 
but  surely.  A  word  here,  a  hint  there,  dropped  in  friendly 
confidence,  was  doing  its  damning  work. 

With  the  women,  with  some  exceptions,  it  mattered 
little.  Morton  Dane  was  to  them  a  romantic  figure  from 
the  picturesque  past.  Their  opinions  had  little  effect 
upon  the  worm  ;  it  had  begun  its  work  of  destruction, 
knowing  that  sooner  or  later  an  unrequited  passion,  a 
fancied  slight,  or  vindictive  envy  would  change  this 
romantic  ancestor  into  a  deadly  weapon  in  revengeful 
hand. 

If  Philip  Dane  had  been  a  different  character,  he  would 
not  so  easily  have  been  thus  victimised  by  his  unscrupu- 
lous kinsman.  He  had  sensitively  accepted  the  stigma  ; 
was  foolish  enough  to  nourish  it  in  his  breast,  feeling  the 
shame  of  it  and  bearing  penance  for  it  to  his  own  detri- 
ment. His  cousin  Eric  made  sport  of  these  sentiments, 
but,  with  the  sly  dexterity  worthy  of  him,  encouraged 
them. 

Philip  saw  little  of  his  cousin's  wife  except  at  meals  and 
in  the  evening,  when  Eric  joined  them ;  or  when  they 
kept  their  numerous  engagements.  He  could  not  trust 
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himself  to  see  more  of  her,  or  to  be  any  length  of  time  in 
her  presence,  alone  with  her.  He  hardly  knew  how  to  sit 
calmly  through  a  meal  facing  her,  for  to  him  the  pathetic 
droop  of  the  beautiful  mouth  was  the  most  arresting 
feature  in  an  altogether  lovely  face.  It  made  a  strong 
appeal  to  his  chivalrous  nature,  even  more  so  than  the 
dark  shadows  lying  beneath  the  large,  soft  eyes,  although 
their  pathetic  depths  haunted  him,  reminded  him  of  those 
of  a  wounded  doe  he  had  once  found  on  Dartmoor. 

He  rode  miles  with  Guy  Hungerford,  in  rain  and  sun- 
shine. Comments  were  made  upon  these  excursions. 
Were  these  two  patrolling  the  North-West  Frontier  ?  He 
smiled  at  these  allusions  to  their  excursions,  but  no  one 
guessed  his  reason  for  them,  Guy  least  of  all.  He  rode  to 
keep  himself  in  hand ;  to  forget  her  eyes — the  pathos  of 
her  smile.  But  his  anger  and  indignation  at  her  husband's 
neglect  was  such  that,  if  the  necessity  arose,  which  in  his 
innermost  soul  he  knew  would,  it  would  go  ill  with  his 
kinsman,  Eric  Dane. 

So  he  kept  away,  out  of  her  presence  as  much  as  a 
guest  very  well  could,  and  Guy  Hungerford  was  his  con- 
stant companion,  not  so  much  because  the  youth's  spon- 
taneously cheery  character  appealed  to  him  and  made 
him  a  jolly  companion,  sporting  and  keen,  but  for  other 
reasons  which  he  dared  not  voice.  He  had  instantly 
guessed  his  kinsman's  treacherous  ruse,  and  had  the 
situation  well  in  hand. 

It  necessitated  sacrifice.  He  wanted  to  know  more  of 
Nancy ;  he  wanted  to  talk  with  her  and  watch  her  mind 
unfold,  like  one  opens  the  leaves  of  a  rosebud,  each  leaf 
more  delicate  in  shade  and  texture  than  the  last.  This 
most  desirable  pleasure  was  denied  him. 

Their  discussions  when  they  did  meet  were  few  and  to 
the  point,  for  they  generally  dealt  with  the  acceptance  or 
refusal  of  an  invitation  or  a  rehearsal. 

Philip  Dane  was  a  strictly  honourable  man,  but  this  did 
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not  prevent  nature  from  holding  sway.  He  could  not 
control  his  affection.  He  loved  Nancy  Dane  with  the 
whole  power  of  his  being ;  he  honoured  her  position  as 
his  cousin's  wife,  and  placed  her  in  his  heart — out  of 
reach. 

His  punishment  was  heavy,  almost  more  than  he  could 
bear.  But  he  lashed  himself  with  self-denunciation,  load- 
ing himself,  if  anything,  heavier  than  before  with  penances 
for  his  ancestor's  crimes. 

To  fall  in  love  with  a  married  woman,  to  take  hospitality 
from  that  woman's  lawful  husband,  was  only  to  be  ex- 
pected from  one  whose  heritage  was  of  the  worst.  Even 
if  he  had  met  Nancy  before  her  marriage  she  would  never 
have  looked  at  him  with  such  a  record  to  recommend  him. 
No,  he  would  never  marry,  he  argued,  for  he  would  never 
be  guilty  of  having  a  son  to  carry  on  the  stigma  of  shame 
he  himself  had  found  so  laborious  to  carry. 

It  had  not  taken  Philip  long  to  find  out  how  matters 
stood  between  husband  and  wife.  One  morning  soon 
after  his  arrival  he  had  risen  earlier  than  usual.  After 
his  tub  he  went  out  into  the  compound  to  the  stables  to 
have  a  look  at  a  pony  he  had  bought  the  day  previous 
from  a  man  who  was  going  home.  The  air  was  clear  and 
fine,  the  sky  above  him  intensely  blue,  the  dark  ring 
of  pines  green-blue  in  freshness  after  their  long 
cleansing  by  the  rains.  The  snow-clad  peaks  glistened 
in  the  early  morning  sunlight  above  them.  His  purchase 
pleased  him.  Ali,  his  cousin's  syce,  had  taken  to 
the  little  animal  also,  and  was  loud  in  his  praise  of  the 
pony's  action  as  Philip  and  he  went  over  the  little  beast's 
points.  They  parted,  delighted  that  a  good  thing  had 
been  bought  and  brought  home  for  mutual  admiration. 

Dane  entered  the  bungalow  noiselessly  and  went  to  his 
room ;  the  walls  were  thin  and  the  long  French  windows 
opening  on  to  the  verandah  wide  open  ;  for,  although  the 
air  was  chilly,  its  freshness  was  invigorating  and  desirable 
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after  the  continuous  rains.  Dane  crossed  his  room  to  the 
dressing-table  to  adjust  his  tie  when  the  following  con- 
versation reached  his  ears  : 

"  I  shall  have  to  throw  up  the  whole  job,  and  we  shall 
have  to,  vulgarly  speaking,  show  a  clean  pair  of  heels." 

Philip  moved  his  hair  brush  noisily,  but  apparently  the 
sound  did  not  reach  the  speaker's  ears,  for  the  voice,  which 
he  instantly  recognised  as  his  cousin's,  continued  : 

"  It's  a  terrific  blow  to  me,  old  girl,  for  I  shall  never  get 
another  job  like  it  again,  but  circumstances  over  which  I 
have  no  control  have  been  too  overpowering  for  me  to 
grapple  successfully  with.  There's  all  the  expense  of 
keeping  up  this  establishment.  One  has  to  keep  up  a 
certain  amount  of  show,  that's  why  I  have  had  polo  ponies 
and  other  luxuries.  A  man  has  to,  damn  it  all.  It's 
nothing  out  of  the  way  in  India  for  a  man  in  my  position 
to  do  what  I  have  done,  in  fact,  some  would  have  had 
more.  I  have  been  on  the  whole  thoroughly  self-sacrific- 
ing. Don't  you  agree  ?  " 

Philip  coughed  loudly.  He  did  not  wish  to  hear  the 
reply,  her  voice  always  attracted  him  for  its  pure,  soft 
tones. 

"  A  couple  of  thousand  would  put  me  on  my  feet,  tide 
me  over,  till  things  righted  themselves,  as  they  are  bound 
to  do." 

Eric's  voice  was  low  but  penetrating.  Dane  was  angry 
with  him.  Why  on  earth  did  not  the  fellow  come  to  him 
— although  he  still  owed  him  several  thousands — and  not 
worry  his  wife,  as  he,  Philip,  knew  he  was  doing  with  such 
sordid  things  as  debts.  His  uncle,  Eric's  father,  had  told 
him  that  the  contract  his  son  had  signed  between  himself 
and  the  Maharajah  of  Nandapur  was  a  most  lavish  one, 
and  fully  testified  to  the  Maharajah's  unbounded  liberality. 
Philip  heard  his  cousin  cross  the  floor,  and  a  loud  creaking 
sound  suggested  that  he  had  seated  himself  on  the  edge 
of  a  wooden  bedstead. 
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"  What  an  idiot  I  am,  Nancy.  I  never  thought  of  Phil 
— he's  got  pots  of  money,  as  you  know,  and  we  have  always 
been  such  pals." 

He  paused  for  some  moments.  Philip  made  as  if  to 
leave  his  room  ;  he  had  never  been  guilty  of  eavesdropping 
in  all  the  years  of  his  life.  What  power  working  in  him 
arrested  his  steps  and  bound  him  to  the  spot,  an  action 
so  thoroughly  against  his  principles,  and  to  make  him 
guilty  of  so  unpardonable  an  offence,  which  was  so 
thoroughly  foreign  to  his  nature  ? 

There  was  that  in  his  cousin's  voice  he  did  not  like  ;  if 
his,  Philip's,  offence  was  unpardonable,  he  was  prepared 
to  undergo  the  punishment  it  entailed — in  the  cause  of  a 
defenceless  woman. 

"  I  have  a  brain-wave,"  Eric  continued. 

Dane  heard  the  bedstead  creak  as  if  released  from  a 
weight,  and  a  hurried  pacing  of  footsteps  followed,  after 
a  few  seconds  they  paused. 

"  Phil  has  taken  a  fancy  to  you,  Nan.  It's  a  compliment 
you  must  appreciate  fully,  as  he  has  always  been  regarded 
as  a  woman-hater,  been  crossed  in  love,  no  doubt,  in  his 
col.  days." 

Phil  smiled  ruefully,  his  punishment  was  commencing, 
and  the  first  blow  nearly  took  all  the  wind  out  of  his 
sails.  He  heard  a  low  murmur,  but  did  not  catch  its 
import. 

"  I  want  you  to  ask  Phil  to  lend  me  a  thousand  pounds 
at  once."  The  voice  had  dropped  all  friendly  banter  and 
was  implacable  in  its  suave  determination,  a  determination 
which  tolerated  no  argument,  no  excuse. 

"  Eric,  you  cannot  possibly  expect  me  to  ask  your  cousin 
for  money — to  lend  you  money.  For  one  thing  he  is  our 
guest.  Oh,  please  don't  abuse  our  hospitality  thus  !  " 
Nancy's  voice  pleaded  entreatingly.  "  Let  us  devise  some 
other  way  between  us.  I  am  quite  clever  sometimes, 
though  you,  who  are  so  ultra  clever,  would  never  think 
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much  of  my  poor  little  share  of  brains,"  the  voice  pleaded 
frantically.  "  There  are  my  jewels,  you  can  have  them 
all — anything.  Surely  you  can  raise  a  little  on  their  sale. 
And  there  is  mother,  she  can  coax  anything  she  wants 
out  of  father.  Not  that  there  is  much  to  have,  but  I  know 
that,  rather  than  you  should  go  under,  the  dear  old  couple 
will  sacrifice  anything  for  us.  A  thousand  pounds  is  a 
big  sum,  Eric." 

There  was  utter  bewilderment  in  her  voice.  Philip 
knew  she  was  racking  her  brains  to  know  how  her  husband 
had  contracted  his  debts. 

"  Your  jewels  would  fetch  a  couple  of  hundred  pounds, 
and  I  don't  see  much  difference  between  asking  my  cousin, 
a  connection  of  my  family,  and  asking  your  parents.  No, 
it  won't  do,  I  want  one  thou.  badly,  and  I  have  got  to  get 
it,  by  hook  or  by  crook,  at  once  !  " 

Meanwhile  Philip  had  made  up  his  mind.  When  the 
breakfast-gong  went,  he  would  meet  Eric,  make  a  clear 
breast  of  his  crime,  hand  him  a  cheque  for  a  thousand 
pounds,  and  leave  Bundapur  at  once. 

Guy  Hungerford  could  take  his  place  in  The  Flower  of 
Persia.  He  felt  Guy  would  understand  that  something 
very  important,  very  urgent,  necessitated  his  hurried 
departure.  These  plans  ran  swiftly  through  his  brain  as 
he  stood  hesitatingly  in  his  room. 

"  Look  here,  Nancy,  I  heard  Phil  in  the  compound  half 
an  hour  ago,  I'll  go  out  and  find  him  and  send  him  in  to 
you  here  !  " 

"  Send  him  in  to  me  here  !  " 

The  utter  amazement  in  her  voice  conveyed  to  the 
eavesdropper  what  the  utter  pungency  of  such  a  proposition 
meant  to  her. 

"  Yes,  and  why  not,  pray  ?  You  are  looking  most 
adorable  in  that  pretty  boudoir  cap,  and  the  rest  of  your 
fal-lals  are  most  becoming,  and  show  your  beauty  off  to 
perfection.  Come,  Nancy,  don't  be  an  obstinate  little  girl ; 
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it's  done  every  day.  If  a  man  wants  promotion  or  a  rise 
in  his  screw,  he  invites  his  chief  down  for  a  week-end,  and 
the  wife  does  the  interviewing  in  the  morning  in  her 
bedroom.  I  don't  see  why  you  should  wish  to  be  so 
infernally  mock-modest  if  I  don't  mind.  You  surely  can 
raise  no  objection  !  " 

The  room  adjoining  was  deserted.  If  Philip  Dane  had 
remained  in  it  longer,  the  frail  partition  dividing  the  room 
would  have  been  torn  down.  It  was  as  well  too  he  stayed 
no  longer,  for  he  would  have  heard  a  woman  weeping,  and 
Eric  Dane,  scoundrel  that  he  was,  was  not  altogether  proof 
against  a  woman's  tears.  Philip  would  have  heard  him 
speaking  a  trifle  less  brutally,  as  he  said  : 

"  All  right,  Nan.  Don't  be  so  utterly  impossible  and 
unreasonable.  I'll  ask  Philip  myself,  damn  him,  and  if  he 
refuses  me,  well  then  '  God  help  us  '  is  all  I  can  say.  And 
you'll  be  to  blame  !  "  With  this  parting  shot  he  passed 
from  the  room. 

At  that  moment  the  breakfast-gong  sounded.  Nancy 
Dane  did  not  always  appear  at  breakfast,  so  that  the  men 
could  be  alone  and  have  their  reminiscences,  in  which  she 
had  no  part. 

The  cousins  met.  Philip  had  crossed  the  verandah  as  if 
he  had  just  come  in  from  the  compound. 

"  Hullo,  Philip,  been  inspecting  your  purchase  ?  Jolly 
little  beast.  I've  had  my  eye  on  him  for  months,  but 
couldn't  afford  the  figure  Midford  wanted  for  her.  You 
are  lucky." 

"  Yes,  your  syce,  Ali,  has  fallen  completely  in  love  with 
her  too.  There's  a  whole  crowd  of  loafers  down  at  the 
stables  squatting  around,  while  Ali  is  giving  a  sort  of  object 
lesson  on  Carmin,  the  new  purchase's,  points." 

"  Just  like  his  infernal  cheek.  I  have  threatened  to  sack 
him  fifty  times  a  day  for  the  same  offence."  He  drew  his 
chair  up  to  the  table. 

Philip  also  seated  himself ;    he  toyed  with  his  bread, 
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made  it  into  dry  pellets  ;  he  also  made  a  pretence  of  eating 
the  kidney,  so  beautifully  cooked  and  served  by  Katty. 

He  took  some  fruit.  His  eyes  watched  his  cousin 
narrowly.  At  length  he  pushed  his  dessert  plate  from  him, 
took  a  cigarette  from  his  case,  tapped  it  lightly  but  firmly 
upon  the  back  of  his  left  hand,  put  it  between  his  lips  (in 
a  second  Motee  was  holding  a  lighted  match  for  him).  He 
lit  the  cigarette  and  puffed  at  it  coolly  and  leisurely  and, 
leaning  back  in  his  chair,  waited  for  Eric,  who  was  placidly 
but  fastidiously  eating  ham  and  eggs  to  finish.  At  length 
he  helped  himself  to  some  fruit,  and  became  aware  that  his 
cousin  was  regarding  him  closely. 

"  What  is  it,  old  man  ?  " 

"  When  we  were  discussing  Carmin  a  few  minutes  ago, 
you  made  some  remarks  about  wishing  to  purchase  the 
mare  yourself  but  that  you  could  not  afford  to  pay  the 
figure  Midford  named."  Philip  felt  himself  a  thorough  cad. 
He  was  in  a  hole.  He  had  deliberately  listened  to  a  conver- 
sation of  a  private  nature  between  Eric  and  his  wife.  He 
knew  the  correct  and  only  way  out  of  his  predicament  was 
to  own  up  to  his  sins  and  clear  out,  but,  there  is  always  a 
"  but,"  he  knew  only  too  well  the  man  he  had  to  deal  with. 
For  Nancy's  sake  he  was  bound  to  keep  silent,  and  as  for 
Eric,  the  only  form  of  mercy  he  showed  would  end  in  a 
polite  form  of  blackmailing.  Yes,  the  opinion  he  had  of 
his  kinsman  was  anything  but  a  flattering  one,  for 
"  as  a  man  sows,  so  shall  he  reap." 

"  Yes,  that's  a  fact."  Eric  Dane  also  pushed  his  un- 
sampled  fruit  from  him  and  helped  himself  to  his  cousin's 
cigarettes,  which  the  latter  had  just  pushed  across  the 
table  towards  him. 

"  I  am  sorry  to  hear  you  are  hard  up." 

Philip  was  floundering  desperately  between  trying  to 
appear  natural  and  feeling  a  perfect  humbug. 

"  I  thought  the  mare  dirt  cheap  and  I  feel  rotten  taking 
her  from  you,  for  you  had  the  first  offer,  I  believe." 


184  Kali's  Jewels 


"  Yes,  Midford  told  me  weeks  back  he  had  to  sell  her, 
and  gave  me  the  first  refusal,  but  I  couldn't  look  at  her, 
worse  luck."  He  spoke  with  off-hand  good  nature.  "  But 
you  are  welcome  to  her,  Phil.  There's  no  one  who  I  would 
like  better  to  have  her  than  you." 

Philip  knew  instinctively  what  was  coming ;  after  all, 
he  had  deliberately  led  up  to  it,  and  a  thousand  pounds 
was  cheap  in  an  affair  of  honour,  though  Philip  knew  that 
not  even  ten  thousand  pounds  could  wipe  out  his  trans- 
gression ;  he  had  transgressed  upon  his  cousin's  hospitality 
and  he  knew  it.  But  what  was  he  to  do?  There  was 
Nancy,  and  there  would  always  be  Nancy,  so  his  lips 
would  have  to  remain  sealed.  He  knew  Saint  Peter  would 
wink  sometimes  at  theft  or  even  murder,  but  eavesdropping, 
Ugh!  The  Saint's  key  would  be  mislaid  and  the  locksmith 
on  holiday  when  he,  Philip,  appeared  for  admission ! 
He  really  did  feel  childish  over  the  horror  of  his 
action. 

"  It's  awfully  decent  of  you  to  put  it  like  that,  Eric," 
he  replied.  There  was  a  pause,  and  then  he  blundered 
on  quickly  :  "  Can  I  do  anything  for  you — or —  '  he 
found  himself  stuttering  in  his  contrition  and  barefaced 
hypocrisy,  for  he  hated  Eric  for  his  treatment  of  his  wife, 
and  yet  he  had  to  sit  smiling,  and  condoning  and  consoling 
the  object  of  his  aversion,  till  he  felt  that  if  he  could  not 
very  quickly  get  out  into  the  open  air  on  the  back  of  a 
horse  and  gallop  miles  away,  he  would  have  murder  added 
to  his  list  of  misdeeds. 

"  Yes,  you  can."  The  gods  were  indeed  playing  into 
his  hands.  His  companion  murmured  inwardly,  may  they 
continue  to  do  so  for  the  next  half  century  was  his  unspoken 
prayer.  "  You  can  lend  me  a  thousand  pounds.  I  shall 
not  refuse  to  avail  myself  of  your  generous  offer."  Eric 
was  smiling  sarcastically. 

His  cousin  drew  his  cheque-book  from  his  breast-pocket 
and  then  his  fountain-pen.  He  opened  the  book  and  for 
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some  seconds  wrote  swiftly  upon  a  blank  cheque.  He 
left  the  book  open  while  he  replaced  his  pen.  The  ink 
quickly  dried,  he  leisurely  tore  out  the  cheque,  passing 
it  over  to  his  cousin,  whose  fingers  trembled  slightly  as 
they  closed  upon  it. 

"  Don't  put  your  pen  away ;  I've  mislaid  mine.  I'll 
give  you  an  I.O.U." 

But  his  cousin  had  replaced  his  pen  in  his  pocket. 

"  Never  mind  that,  we'll  talk  about  it  some  other  time." 

He  rose  and  pushed  his  chair  back  noisily.  "I  am 
riding.  So  long !  "  He  crossed  the  room  in  a  couple  of 
strides,  passed  through  the  wide-open  French  window  on 
to  the  verandah  beyond.  Eric  Dane  heard  the  syce  lead 
forward  his  mount,  and  in  the  next  minute  the  sharp  stroke 
of  horses'  hoofs  scattered  the  stones  of  the  gravel  drive, 
gradually  dying  away  in  the  distance. 

Eric  Dane  had  never  even  thanked  his  cousin  ;  his  only 
comment  was,  "  Good  God !  Why  on  earth  did  I  not 
say  two  !  "  He  thought  a  moment,  while  a  grin  over- 
spread his  selfish  countenance.  "  Perhaps  that's  the 
reason  why  he's  run  away."  He  threw  his  head  back  and 
laughed  softly  for  quite  a  few  minutes. 

Had  he  one  spark  of  gratitude  towards  his  kinsman 
for  his  lavish  generosity  ?  No,  not  one  iota.  The  money 
his  cousin  had  at  his  command  was  the  revenue  culled 
from  the  broad  acres  of  Haven  Park ;  therefore  he,  Eric 
Dane,  as  a  Dane,  considered  (and  nothing  could  convince 
him  otherwise)  he  had  a  right  to  share  with  Philip  a  portion 
of  that  revenue. 

He  had  not  the  slightest  intention  of  ever  repaying  the 
money  he  already  owed  Philip,  which  he  fiom  time  to 
time  borrowed  from  him,  for  in  his  innermost  soul  he 
refuted  his  cousin's  legitimacy.  He  looked  upon  the 
marriage  certificate  of  Morton  Dane  and  Ruth  Blakeley, 
produced  after  the  latter's  death,  following  the  birth  of 
her  child,  by  widow  Blakeley,  as  a  faked  one,  the  supposed 
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signature  of  Morton  Dane  a  forgery,  and  the  infant  child 
a  bastard,  the  offspring  of  an  unknown  parent. 

Eric  Dane  had  fought  long  and  secretly  to  prove  his 
cousin's  illegitimacy,  but  so  far  his  efforts  had  not  met 
with  success. 


CHAPTER  XIV 

As  for  Nancy  Dane,  her  first  impression  of  her  husband's 
kinsman  was  instant  dislike.  She  had  the  courage  to 
acknowledge  to  herself  that  it  was  the  latter's  likeness  to 
her  husband  which  had  promoted  this  feeling.  For  to  live 
in  a  house  with  two  men  of  similar  appearance,  and,  for  all 
she  knew,  similar  character,  would  be  to  her  almost  past  all 
power  of  endurance. 

To  cater  for  Eric's  fastidious  tastes,  to  battle  continu- 
ously and  unsuccessfully  with  monetary  matters,  to  watch 
daily — almost  hourly — with  every  nerve  taut,  for  the 
signal  which  she  had  learned  through  bitter  experience  to 
decipher,  for  brain-storm,  to  divert  them  skilfully  beneath 
the  cloak  of  approbation,  even  though  she  knew  she  was 
going  in  direct  opposition  to  her  convictions — were  soul- 
trying  problems  in  all  truth. 

Her  husband's  handsome  features,  his  elegant  figure 
and  cultured  deportment  gave  her  no  contentment,  for  the 
handsome  features  masked  a  petty,  tyrannical  brain.  And 
the  feet  of  clay  she  found  protruded  too  ostensibly  from 
beneath  the  robe  of  elegance  with  which  her  husband 
cloaked  his  real  nature  for  her  happiness.  She  would  have 
welcomed  whole-heartedly  in  Philip  Dane,  his  cousin,  a 
rugged  exterior  and  clumsiness  even  to  the  length  of 
uncouthness.  She  knew  she  was  not  called  upon  to  study 
his  tastes  or  watch  for  the  storm-clouds  sitting  on  his 
brow,  but  the  atmosphere  created  by  two  individuals  so 
similar  in  face  and  form  filled  her  with  despair!  Even 
though  her  husband  had  done  his  level  best  to  prejudice  her 
against  his  cousin  in  every  way,  it  had  little  or  no  effect  upon 
her,  for  she  never  allowed  herself  to  be  biased  by  anyone, 
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but  waited  to  form  her  own  opinions  before  committing 
herself  to  form  likes  or  dislikes. 

She  had  been  prepared,  both  by  Fenella  and  her  husband, 
for  the  extraordinary  likeness  which  existed  between  the 
two  men,  but  the  reality  was  more  astonishing  than  she 
imagined  could  be  possible.  Then,  day  by  day,  she  dis- 
covered the  difference,  the  vast  difference,  almost  too 
startling  to  contemplate  calmly.  She  wanted  to  study  this 
difference  ;  she  found  her  mind  constantly  dwelling  upon 
it ;  it  occupied  her  thought  to  such  an  extent  that  other 
things  took  a  secondary  place.  Her  part  in  Guy's  play, 
for  instance.  Her  lines  were  not  properly  memorised  ; 
they  held  no  interest  for  her,  except  those  in  connection 
with  the  principal  character- — Ameer  Ali ! 

Since  the  night  of  her  strange  dream  she  had  noticed  a 
marked  difference  in  her  husband's  manner.  He  was  often 
preoccupied,  restless,  and  more  given  to  moods  than 
formerly.  With  the  coming  of  Philip,  his  absences  from 
home  were  more  marked.  Alone  with  her,  he  no  longer 
spoke  disparagingly  of  his  cousin,  but,  instead,  was  con- 
stantly drawing  up  daily  programmes  for  his  wife's  and 
Philip's  benefit.  Badminton  in  the  morning,  or,  if  fine, 
a  ride,  lunch -parties,  teas,  and  dances,  invariably  omitting 
himself,  as  his  work  now  necessitated  his  personal  super- 
vision. 

Nancy  was  disappointed,  as  she  had  looked  forward 
to  Philip's  visit  as  bringing  him  recreation  in  moie  than  the 
ordinary  way.  Both  men  were  exceptionally  good  shots, 
rode  well,  and  were  fond  of  outdoor  sport.  True,  the 
wet  season  handicapped  one,  but  there  were  fine  intervals 
when  the  breeze  blew  from  the  north-west  and  cleared 
the  cloud-mists  away  from  the  valley  and  sent  them  rolling 
up  the  hill-slopes.  The  cloudless  sky  and  the  fresh  and 
invigorating  air  invited  exercise. 

She  rode  with  Philip  once  or  twice,  but  Guy  Hungerford 
accompanied  them,  and  sometimes  they  picked  up  Fenella, 
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to  Guy's  delight.  Nancy  noticed  her  friend  was  not  quite 
so  regular  in  her  visits  to  their  bungalow.  The  girl  was 
changed,  and  seemed,  to  her  friend's  eyes,  preoccupied 
and  uninterested  in  her  usual  forms  of  amusement.  Fenella 
and  Dane  got  on  very  well  at  the  rehearsals,  and  did  their 
parts  so  well  that  Guy  saw  a  successful  future  ahead  of 
him,  and  built  castle  after  castle  in  the  clear,  fresh,  life- 
giving  air  of  the  Indian  Frontier,  as  he  rode  neck  and  neck 
with  the  most  charming  but  tantalising  spirit  of  feminine 
contrariness  that  ever  sat  on  the  back  of  a  horse. 

Fenella  invariably  singled  out  Guy  to  ride  with  each 
time,  very  rarely  exchanging  a  remark  with  Dane,  not 
even  when  their  horses  fell  into  line  and  she  found  herself 
next  to  him. 

She  replied  to  his  remarks  in  monosyllables  only.  It 
was  only  at  the  rehearsals  she  opened  any  discussion,  and 
then  only  on  the  play.  Dane  was  disappointed,  for  at 
their  first  meeting  at  his  cousin's  house  he  had  imagined 
she  would  be  friendly,  especially  as  she  had  claimed  his 
acquaintance  so  spontaneously  then.  He  wondered  if  he 
had  offended  her,  because  his  memory  had  played  him 
such  a  scurvy  trick.  He  ought  to  have  recognised  her  and 
did  not,  and,  what  was  more,  did  not  beat  about  the  bush, 
for  he  was  caught  red-handed — he  had  forgotten  her ! 

He  tried  to  interest  her  in  home  gossip.  Her  eyes  lit 
up  with  pleasure.  She  turned  her  head  and  looked  at 
him,  which  was  unusual  in  the  mood  she  adopted  when 
in  his  presence,  apart  from  the  rehearsals.  It  was  now 
he  ascertained  that  her  eyes  had  lights  in  them,  quaint, 
alluring  lights,  tantalising  and  elusive,  as  she  gave  him  for 
a  few  minutes  her  undivided  attention,  but  only  for  a  few 
minutes,  for  the  path  they  followed,  widened  at  short 
intervals,  and  she  invariably  encouraged  her  mount  to 
draw  ahead.  If  Philip  Dane  had  any  conceit  in  him  with 
regard  to  her,  she  quickly  disillusioned  him.  He  was  not 
altogether  discouraged,  for  he  both  saw  and  heard  her 
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giving  Guy  Hungerford  a  bad  time,  twitting  him  and 
"  pulling  his  leg  "  on  every  conceivable  subject  they  dis- 
cussed during  the  ride,  till  he  could  see  that  Guy  was 
utterly  at  a  loss  to  know  how  to  deal  with  her  moods. 
She  would  flatter  him,  and  then  challenge  him  to  a  mad 
gallop  which,  had  he  accepted  it,  would  have  ended  their 
short,  irresistibly  charming  but  argumentative  lives  with 
broken  necks. 

Matters  were  not  running  so  smoothly  as  before  Philip 
Dane's  appearance  on  the  scenes.  The  whole  atmosphere 
of  the  little  community  had  undergone  a  change,  which 
Nina  Dashwood  considered  was  not  for  the  better.  Would 
Nancy  Dane  have  agreed  with  her  friend's  verdict  if 
questioned  on  that  subject  ?  It  was  difficult  to  say. 
Certainly  a  tremendous  change  had  taken  place  within 
her  own  immediate  circle.  Her  husband,  since  receiving 
the  cheque  from  his  cousin,  was  better  tempered,  and 
therefore  less  trying  to  live  with,  though  at  times  he  gave 
way  to  fits  of  depression  which  she  found  trying  in  the 
extreme. 

Whether  it  was  for  this  reason  that  Fenella  kept  away, 
she  could  not  tell.  Through  bitter  experience  she  knew 
there  was  little,  or  no,  love  lost  between  her  friend  and 
her  husband.  To  do  Eric  justice,  he  always  treated 
Fenella  with  every  courtesy,  but  the  same  could  not  be 
said  of  the  latter's  treatment  of  him.  The  sore  subject 
of  Eric's  minor  part  in  The  Flower  of  Persia  had  fallen 
for  the  time  being  into  abeyance,  and  Nancy  wished  with 
all  her  heart  that  Fenella  would  let  it  lie  there,  but  the 
latter  was  a  born  tease,  and  on  every  available  occasion 
she  had  twitted  him  with  it.  But  now  something  fresh 
had  arisen,  which  seemed  to  occupy  her  every  thought,  for 
which  Nancy  was  heartily  thankful.  But  she  missed 
Fenella's  breezy  presence  in  her  home.  She  did  not  wish 
to  make  the  latter  feel  she  was  compelled  to  look  her  up,  or 
come  to  treat  her  visits  as  a  duty.  So  Nancy  said  nothing. 
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When  they  met,  which  was  either  at  the  rehearsals  at  the 
club,  or  riding  with  Philip,  she  made  no  allusion  to  Fenella's 
neglect  of  herself,  but  accepted  matters  as  they  stood.  She 
knew  by  experience  that  Fen  would  give  her  her  confidence, 
if  allowed  to  do  so,  in  her  own  good  time. 

With  herself  Nancy  knew  that  an  almost  incomprehen- 
sible change  had  come  over  her  horizon,  changing  its  whole 
aspect  to  such  an  extraordinary  extent,  that  it  became  to 
her  unrecognisable  with  the  past. 

Although  she  saw  little  of  her  husband's  kinsman,  yet 
she  felt  his  influence  running  like  a  live  wire  through  the 
whole  monotony  of  her  very  existence,  changing  it  with  an 
indefinable  force  from  a  dead  thing  into  pulsing,  throbbing, 
tingling,  animated  life  !  A  power  that  threatened  to  sweep 
her  away  into  unknown  and  unfathomable  depths  of  bliss. 
She  had  no  control  over  her  own  thoughts,  and  knew  that 
she  was  slowly,  but  surely,  being  governed  undeniably  by  a 
strange,  sweet  intensity,  a  concentration  of  power,  which 
she  knew  herself  to  be  almost  incapable  of  combating  alone. 
She  had  the  will,  if  she  had  chosen  to  exert  it,  but  the 
strange,  intangible  intensity  of  this  efficacious  power  left 
her  with  little  or  no  inclination  or  courage  to  question  its 
authoritativeness.  She  was  afraid  of  it,  and  afraid  of 
herself  also.  Yet  she  encouraged  it.  She  played  with  fire 
irrespective  of  the  harm  she  might  bring  down  upon  her 
own  head.  Despising  herself  the  while,  she  applied  herself 
with  indefatigable  energy,  to  the  extent  of  almost  sacrificing 
her  health,  to  her  duties,  which  had  for  some  time  past 
become  irksome,  crucifying  her  conscience  daily  with 
unnecessary  and  uncalled-for  severity  in  penances,  all 
borne  in  silence  and  alone,  with  no  hand  to  guide  her,  and 
no  tongue  to  give  her  the  counsel  of  which  she  felt  so  sorely 
in  need. 

The  climax  came  one  day  when,  in  handing  Philip  a 
book,  her  hand  came  in  contact  with  his  !  Instantly  a 
sharp  thrill  of  pain  tingled  with  unspeakable  felicity,  which 
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swept  through  her  whole  being,  told  her  the  secret  of  the 
mystery  ;  the  creator  of  that  soul-disturbing,  efficacious 
power  which  had  so  disastrously  destroyed  her  peace  of 
mind  and  wrought  so  much  havoc  in  her  sense  of  propriety. 
The  shock  sent  the  blood  coursing  madly  through  her  veins. 
The  wild  beating  of  the  pulses  in  her  throat  threatened  to 
suffocate  her.  She  saw  Philip  holding  the  book  in  his  left 
hand  and  quickly  turning  the  pages  with  his  right.  Were 
his  fingers  trembling,  or  was  it  the  light  September  breeze 
blowing  across  the  verandah  which  made  the  leaves  flutter 
so  persistently? 

She  had  power  to  turn  and  leave  him,  making  an  excuse 
as  she  did  so.  Her  lips  were  dry  and  hot,  she  could  not 
tell  if  any  sound  had  escaped  them.  She  only  knew  that, 
after  what  seemed  a  century  of  time,  she  found  herself 
in  her  bedroom  with  the  door  fast  closed.  She  threw  herself 
upon  her  bed  to  try  and  still  the  wild  beating  of  her  heart. 
She  buried  her  face  in  the  soft  folds  of  her  pillows  to  hide 
the  crimson  tide  which  had  effused  her  pale  cheeks  with  the 
blush  of  shame.  Oh,  the  shame  of  it !  She  had  given 
unasked  that  which  was  not  hers  to  give,  but  which  by 
right  belonged  exclusively  to  the  man  to  whom  she  had 
bound  herself,  by  all  she  held  sacred,  for  all  time.  Her 
bond,  her  pledge,  a  sacred  trust  which  she  had  prided 
herself  she  had  kept  unsullied.  She  fought  long  and 
desperately  with  herself.  The  spectre  of  Philip  Dane's 
notorious  ancestor,  which  she  had  hugged  to  her  bosom 
with  so  much  righteous  humbug,  and  which  she  had 
dangled  between  herself  and  Philip — or,  rather,  between 
Fenella  and  Philip — turned  and  mocked  her,  deriding  her 
show  of  false  modesty,  for  Morton  Dane  had  been  no 
hypocrite  ;  he  had  openly  revelled  in  his  crime  and  law- 
breaking,  his  unfaithfulness,  intrigues,  and  acts  of  folly. 

She  had  to  pull  herself  together,  for  her  ayah  would  come 
in  and  fuss  round  her,  thinking  her  ill.  She  was  afraid  of 
the  woman's  penetrating,  dark  eyes.  Besides,  the  woman 
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worshipped  her,  and  was  a  slave  to  her  every  wish  ;  she 
would  easily  read  her  mistress's  secret  if  she,  Nancy,  went 
on  as  she  was  doing  now.  She  rose  from  her  bed  and 
crossed  the  room  to  where  the  washing-stand  stood,  and, 
after  pouring  some  water  into  the  basin,  sponged  her 
burning  face.  The  coldness  of  the  water  revived  her. 
She  had  to  be  as  quiet  as  she  could,  for  her  ayah's  ears 
were  ever  on  the  alert  to  catch  her  beloved  mistress's 
every  movement. 

She  found  it  difficult  to  meet  the  gaze  of  her  own  eyes 
in  the  silver-framed  mirror,  but  she  tidied  the  stray  locks 
of  hair  which  the  pillows  had  ruffled.  Then  she  went  and 
stood  in  the  verandah  and  let  her  eyes  fasten  themselves 
upon  the  snow-clad  ridge  piercing  the  cloudless  sky  on 
the  horizon  before  her.  She  did  not  know  what  to  do. 
Her  mind  failed  utterly  to  grapple  with  the  problem  which 
cruel  Fate  had  set  her  to  work  out. 

From  where  she  stood  she  had  a  full  view  of  Nina  Da<:h- 
wood's  compound,  just  above  her  on  a  ledge  on  the  slope 
of  the  hill.  The  white  bungalow,  with  its  green  chicks, 
beckoned  her  invitingly.  She  had  more  than  half 
a  mind  to  go  and  throw  herself  on  Nina's  charity,  and 
make  a  clear  breast  of  it.  But  how  was  she  to  begin,  and, 
when  she  had  begun,  how  was  she  to  go  on  ?  What  could 
she  tell  her  friend  ?  Could  she  put  a  name  to  this  intangible 
efficacious  power  which  had  usurped  all  her  former  ideals, 
her  calm  reasoning  powers,  her  conception  of  all  life  held 
dear  for  her,  in  which  honour  took  the  foremost  place  ? 

Could  she  go  and  throw  herself  at  her  friend's  feet  and 
say,  "  I  am  no  longer  an  honourable  woman.  I  have  broken 
my  marriage  vows.  I  have  given  my  love  unasked  to  a 
man  who  is  not  my  husband.  This  man  has  come  like  a 
thief  in  the  night  and  stolen  all  I  held  dear,  and  yet,  shame 
upon  me,  I  will  not  have  him  punished  for  his  crime,  for  he 
has  committed  it  unwittingly  ;  he  is  not  guilty.  I  alone  am 
the  guilty  one.  No  !  no  !  no  !  Philip  must  never  be  held 
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responsible  for  the  crime ;  he  must  never  know  that  this 
live  wire,  this  intangible,  efficacious  power,  had  found  its 
mark  in  her.  How  he  would  despise  her  if  he  knew  the 
truth  !  Or,  perhaps,  pity  her.  She  would  face  his  scorn 
bravely,  but  his  pity — "  0  God,"  she  cried  wildly  in  her 
heart,  "  give  me  not  his  pity — his  hatred,  his  scorn,  but  not 
that."  No,  he  must  never  know,  nor  must  Nina  Dashwood 
know,  for  she  would  accept  commiseration  from  no  one. 
There  would  always  be  the  fear  that  in  their  innermost 
hearts  they  were  pitying  her,  and  would  say,  "  What  a 
shame  it  was  that  she  had  married  Eric  Dane."  And  she 
knew,  too,  that  there  were  some  who  would  urge  her  along 
a  path  she  had  vowed  no  power  on  earth  would  ever  make 
her  take.  There  was  Mrs.  Lacy,  who  revelled  in  scandal. 
She  had  mercilessly  probed  Nancy  on  the  question  of  her 
husband's  unfaithfulness.  Divorce  brought  fame  and 
notoriety,  and  she,  Mrs.  Lacy,  would  procure  evidence  of 
the  most  damning  sort,  keeping  herself  out  of  the  limelight 
the  while,  for  the  good  lady  never  intended  to  place  herself 
in  Eric  Dane's  black  book.  A  divorced  man  was  a  spicy 
object  to  trot  around  with.  And  Nancy  would  go  home  to 
her  parents,  and  Bundapur  would  know  her  no  more. 

The  clear,  cool  air  blew  from  the  snow  ridge  upon  Nancy 
Dane's  face  and  refreshed  her.  She  turned  and  glanced 
through  the  long  French  window  at  the  tossed  bed  and  the 
crumpled  pillows  ;  they  were  the  only  witnesses  of  her 
shame.  She  re-entered  the  room  and  straightened  the 
dainty  silk  bed-cover,  smoothing  it  carefully  and  shaking 
the  pillows  into  their  normal  shape.  She  looked  swiftly 
about  her.  No,  there  were  no  other  witnesses  of  that  mad, 
broken-hearted  fight  with  herself  against  that  intangible 
soul-disturbing,  efficacious  power.  She  had  bribed  them  all 
now  to  silence,  for  the  bed-cover  was  straight  and  the 
pillows  smooth. 

Now  that  she  had  fought  the  battle  she  would  have  no 
difficulty  in  facing  Philip.  As  it  was,  she  felt  he  avoided 
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her.  She  wondered  if  he  found  the  midday  meal,  tiffin, 
irksome,  alone  with  her.  She  could  remember,  easily,  their 
discussions  on  each  consecutive  occasion  ;  there  was  not 
much  to  forget,  or  to  keep  in  mind.  His  opinion  of  her,  she 
was  convinced,  would  not  be  a  flattering  one.  She  knew 
she  did  not  shine  in  his  company  ;  she  had  felt  that  awful, 
tongue-tying,  unaccountable  nervousness.  He  must  at 
times  have  wondered  what  in  the  world  his  cousin  Eric  had 
seen  in  her,  to  marry  her. 

She  had  been  then,  in  those  far-off  days,  gay,  irrespon- 
sible and  daring,  like  Fenella,  as  fearless  in  her  pursuits  as 
a  young  thoroughbred.  Nothing  had  daunted  her  challeng- 
ing spirit,  no  obstacle  was  too  difficult  or  ditch  too  wide  for 
her,  no  gate  too  high.  Now  it  was  all  different.  She  felt 
old.  Life  with  some  has  a  way  of  being  left  behind.  She 
felt  she  had  become  one  of  those  unfortunate  people.  Her 
joyous,  light-hearted  nature  had  been  left  behind  also  ; 
she  had  mislaid  it  in  her  hurried  flight  from  Fate.  Fate  had 
all  the  advantages  in  his  favour,  and  ran,  usually,  on  the 
inside  of  the  course.  He  had  quickly  caught  her  up,  passed 
her,  taking  Life  with  him.  The  life  she  hungered  for  was 
the  life  which  gave  her  lo^e,  hope,  and  happiness.  She 
would  have  esteemed  no  sacrifice  too  great  to  have  captured 
one  of  these  blessings,  but  she  had  lost  all  and  she  had 
sacrificed  much,  in  fact,  in  pursuit  of  them. 

Philip  was  bored  with  her  ;  he  had  every  excuse  to  be  so. 
If  he  knew  all  he  would  despise  her.  He  was  justified ! 
She  opened  the  bedroom  door,  and,  crossing  the  narrow 
passage,  entered  the  long,  low  drawing-room.  The  room 
was  empty.  The  verandah  beyond  was  also  empty,  but  the 
book  of  poems  she  had  lent  him  was  nowhere  to  be  seen. 
She  walked  to  the  balustrade  and  looked  out  across  the 
compound  garden  to  where  a  corner  of  the  Dashwoods' 
bungalow  was  just  visible  through  the  trees.  Nancy  was 
in  time  to  see  a  man's  figure,  Philip's,  cross  the  compound 
and  mount  the  verandah  steps.  She  surmised  he  had  gone 
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to  Nina  Dashwood  for  consolation  in  his  utter  boredom. 
She  felt  the  cool  breeze  on  her  face  again  ;  it  helped  her,  as 
before,  to  steady  herself. 

On  the  Dashwoods'  verandah  Nina  Dashwood  was 
reading.  Her  book  was  not  very  interesting,  for  her  eyes 
would  leave  its  pages  from  time  to  time  and  wander  away 
to  where  the  line  of  snowy  peaks  and  the  thick,  velvety 
pines  seemed  to  touch  the  blue,  cloudless  sky. 

Fenella  Carlton  was  in  her  thoughts  ;  the  girl  had  become 
a  constant  visitor  now.  She  brought  her  lines  to  study, 
where  she  could  get  a  good  sweep  of  country  to  inspire  her, 
so  she  said. 

Nina  Dashwood  had  smiled  tolerantly.  Fenella  was 
young.  She  would  get  over  it !  She  was  sorry  for  Guy 
Hungerford,  for  she  liked  the  boy  extremely,  but  he  was, 
in  her  opinion,  far  too  young  for  Fenella,  and,  besides,  his 
was  too  gentle  a  character,  too  artistic  and  womanly ;  it 
required  a  strong  nature  to  cope  with  a  contradictory 
personality  such  as  Fenella's.  She  dismissed  the  latter  from 
her  thoughts  curtly.  Nancy  Dane  was  more  on  her  con- 
science than  anyone. 

Nina  Dashwood  was  not  in  an  altogether  happy  state  of 
mind  over  the  inmates  of  the  neighbouring  compound.  The 
whole  atmosphere  of  that  establishment  intrigued  her. 
Philip  Dane  was  the  man  to  master  her,  but  she  was 
uncertain  if  Fenella  was  quite  the  type  of  woman  to  appeal 
to  a  man  of  Philip's  character.  There  was  plenty  of  depth 
in  the  girl.  She  was  just  coltish ;  time  would  round  off 
the  rough  edges. 

Eric  Dane  frequently  gave  way  to  fits  of  depression,  and 
was  moody,  irritable ;  his  usual  suave  courtliness  of  manner 
asserted  itself  at  the  rehearsals  only.  When  with  Mrs. 
Lacy  he  showed  remarkable  energy,  ever  stirring  up  the 
flagging  spirits  of  the  little  cast  to  make  the  drama  a 
success. 

He  was  a  skilful  stage-manager,  clever  and  resourceful. 
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He  had,  too,  the  knack  of  keeping  the  cast  in  good  humour, 
but  he  unfortunately  monopolised  everyone's  attention 
and  everything  he  laid  hands  on,  so  that  those  who  were 
jealous  for  Guy  Hungerford's  share  in  the  production  of  the 
cast  were  not  altogether  satisfied,  and  ill-feeling  arose, 
which  Dane,  in  spite  of  his  self-assurance,  found  difficult  to 
suppress.  This  antagonistic  feeling  did  not  altogether 
serve  to  increase  his  populaiity,  coupled  with  the  rumours, 
ugly  rumours,  which  were  being  circulated  through  the 
bazaar.  There  was  talk  of  a  big  jewel  deal  in  which  Dane's 
nime  figured  conspicuously  and  with  little  credit. 

Mrs.  Dashwood  had  heard  through  her  husband  that 
Eric  had  been  seen  in  the  vicinity  of  the  private  dwelling 
of  Abdulla,  the  wealthy  merchant  in  the  native  quarter  of 
the  town,  much  too  frequently.  Abdulla  as  a  merchant 
had  not  a  good  name,  and  Chita  Chup,  his  son-in-law,  had 
a  worse  one.  The  doctor  had  let  drop>  few  hints  which  had 
worried  her.  Nina  was  very  fond  of  Nancy,  and  had  her 
interests  at  heart.  She  wondered  how  the  latter  and  her 
guest  got  on  together.  She  saw  them  start  off  on  their 
ride,  and  she  had  been  told  by  Fenella  that  she 
and  Guy  Hungerford  always  accompanied  them.  She 
wondered  whose  doing  it  was.  She  did  not  trust  Eric 
Dane,  and,  if  it  was  Nancy's  planning,  she  was  glad  her 
friend  showed  such  wisdom.  She  little  guessed  the  real 
author — her  astonishment  would  have  been  great  if  she 
had  known. 

Fenella  had  told  her  some  of  the  Danes'  family  history. 
She  had  heard  the  whispers  vindictively  circulated  from 
another  source.  The  identity  of  the  author  of  these  rumours 
was  no  mystery  to  her.  She  had  been  a  witness  of  the 
meeting  between  the  two  cousins.  She  had  already  taken 
Eric  Dane's  measure,  and  she  at  once  skilfully  ranged  her 
husband's  influence,  which  was  a  felt  force  in  Bundapur, 
upon  the  stranger's  side.  The  doctor's  verdict  was  a  force 
Eric  Dane  found  difficult  to  combat. 
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From  her  seat  on  the  verandah  Nina  Dashwood  com- 
manded a  full  view  of  the  Danes'  compound.  She  had  seen 
their  guest^  ride  up  to  the  stables,  throw  his  reins  to  a 
syce,  dismount,  and  cross  the  compound  and  enter  the 
house.  A  few  minutes  later  she  saw  him  slowly  descend 
the  verandah  steps  and  recross  the  compound  in  the 
direction  of  the  entrance  gates.  Later  she  heard  a  step 
on  the  gravel  beneath  her,  and  found  Dane's  eyes 
meeting  hers,  as  he  mounted  the  wooden  steps  of  her  own 
verandah. 


CHAPTER  XV 

"  GOOD  morning.  What  a  perfectly  topping  day."  Philip 
Dane's  voice  had  a  great  charm  about  it ;  it  was  full, 
clear,  and  cultured  ;  his  laugh  was  infectious  ;  it  always  set 
one  at  ease  and  made  one  instantly  realise  the  power  of  his 
kindly,  genial  personality. 

Mrs.  Dashwood  returned  the  greeting  equally  warmly, 
and  continued : 

"  Yes,  it's  grand  ;  a  reward  for  all  the  wet  days  through 
which  one  has  managed  to  exist."  She  motioned  him  to 
take  the  cane  chair  near  her.  He  thanked  her  in  his  usual 
rather  old-fashioned,  courteous  way,  placing  his  topee  on 
the  dhurrie-covered  boards  by  his  side  after  seating  himself. 

"It  is  not  often  one  is  so  fortunate  as  to  find  you  at 
home."  He  paused,  his  dark  eyes  meeting  hers.  "And 
alone  too,"  he  continued  mischievously. 

Nina  Dashwood  laughed  quietty  as  she  replied : 

"  I  am  never  alone  if  I  can  possibly  help  it.  I  am  a 
coward,  Mr.  Dane.  Don't  look  so  surprised,  as  if  I  had 
stated  an  incredible  fact.  It's  not  incredible  ;  it's  a  true 
statement." 

"  I  would  never  have  believed  it  of  you."  He  too  was 
smiling,  "  And,  to  be  perfectly  honest  with  you,  I  don't 
believe  you,  even  though  you  say  it  yourself."  He  spoke 
impatiently,  frowning  at  her  the  while,  but  the  twinkle  in 
the  dark  eyes  could  not  be  hidden,  try  as  he  might  to  screen 
them  with  their  long  lashes. 

"  I  am  not  joking,"  replied  Nina,  the  laugh  leaving  the 
corners  of  her  well-shaped  mouth. 

Her  eyes  left  his,  and  their  gaze  wandered  away  across  the 
smiling  landscape,  the  gentle,  undulating  plain,  to  where 
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the  dark  line  of  pines  lay  beneath  the  snow-clad  ridge  of  the 
mighty  Himalayas.  His  gaze  followed  hers  to  the  blue 
horizon.  She  instantly  withdrew  her  gaze  and  turned  to 
study  her  visitor's  handsome  profile.  After  her  first 
meeting  with  Philip  Dane  she  had  no  difficulty  in  defining 
the  character  of  the  man  sitting  beside  her.  And  when  she 
learned  some  of  his  family  history  from  Fenella  she  felt 
utterly  at  a  loss  to  account  for  the  strange  freak  nature 
had  played  upon  the  kinsman.  It  would  have  simplified 
matters  if  Nature  had  reversed  her  work.  For  who,  in 
their  wildest  moment,  could  imagine  Philip  Dane  the 
descendant  of  one  so  notoriously  evil,  so  despicably  cruel 
and  mean,  so  utterly  depraved  in  all  his  ways?  And 
although  John  Dane  had  been  no  outstanding  influence  for 
good,  yet  to  be  thus  represented  by  such  a  man  as  Eric 
Dane  was  proving  himself  to  be  was  indeed  too  freakish  of 
Nature  for  the  normal  mind  to  understand. 

Philip  Dane  felt  her  scrutinising  eyes  upon  him. 

"  May  I  be  presumptuous  enough  as  to  ask  your  reason 
for  thus  assuming  to  yourself  so  utterly  and  unworthy  and 
altogether  incorrect  title  as  that  of  coward  ?  I  hardly  feel 
I  am  justified  in  even  voicing  the  word  in  your  presence." 
He  really  looked  quite  miserable. 

Again  Nina  Dashwood  smiled,  and  reassured  him  with  a 
friendly  tap  on  the  arm  with  her  pretty  slender  fingers  that 
it  was  quite  her  own  fault.  He  looked  his  relief,  but  his 
eyes  still  questioned  her,  and  she  knew  she  could  not  put 
him  off.  Their  acquaintance  could  be  numbered  by  days. 
They  had  met  several  times,  an  hour  at  one  house,  a  few 
minutes  at  another.  Yet  friendship  has  no  reckoning  with 
time.  A  moment  can  stand  for  fifty  years,  and  fifty  years 
as  a  moment. 

Nina  Dashwood  possessed  a  ready  wit,  an  honest  heart, 
and  could  read  a  man's  character  with  a  glance  from  her 
handsome,  penetrating  eyes.  She  could  depend  upon  the 
man  at  her  side.  She  could  give  him  her  confidence.  She 
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could  be  even  a  little  sentimental.  She  could  trust  him. 
She  knew  he  was  not  brilliantly  clever,  nor  perhaps  strik- 
ingly good.  The  world  is  all  the  better  for  these  good  men 
of  normal  character.  The  outstanding  good  men  create 
strife  and  hatred,  and  incite  to  rebellion  normal-minded 
people,  because,  in  their  desire  to  uplift,  they  overlook  the 
frailty  of  human  nature  and  so  defeat  the  ends  they  would 
sacrifice  their  lives  to  obtain. 

Nina  Dashwood  was  quite  content  to  rest  upon  her  own 
judgment  and  accept  Philip  Dane's  friendship,  which  she 
felt  was  hers  for  the  asking. 

"  When  one  is  in  the  forties  " — she  was  always  most 
deliciously  frank  about  her  age — "  one's  solitude  is  peopled 
with  ghosts.  Their  presence  is  apt  to  make  one  morbid, 
and  bring  fits  of  melancholy,  a  state  of  mind  strictly 
prohibited  in  India.  It's  bad  enough  at  home,  but  out  here 
it  cannot  be  tolerated.  Perhaps  that  is  the  reason  why  we 
British  inhabitants  of  India — we  mustn't  say  Anglo- 
Indians  now  " — she  smiled  knowingly — "  go  in  for  a 
ceaseless  round  of  pleasure,  to  keep  our  minds  occupied,  not 
to  encourage  solitude."  She  paused,  with  her  eyes  fixed 
once  again  on  the  ridge  of  glistening  snow.  The  far-off 
voice  of  the  countryfolk,  the  herdsmen  calling  to  their 
cattle,  were  plainly  heard,  the  rumble  of  the  wooden  wheels 
of  a  tonga,  the  droning  of  the  sugar-mill,  and  the  creaking 
of  a  water-wheel,  came  up  from  the  valley  upon  the  wings 
of  the  soft  breeze. 

"  One  has  only  to  be  out  here  a  year  or  two,"  she  con- 
tinued— and  he  caught  the  soft  note  of  sadness  in  her  voice 
— "  and  the  ghosts  begin  to  crop  up.  The  man  one  danced 
with.  .  .  .  The  wet  season  proved  too  much  for  him — 
fever  !  .  .  .  The  woman  we  scandalised  stayed  too  long  in 
the  plains.  .  .  .  When  they  were  able  to  move  her  to  the 
hills  it  was  too  late  !  .  .  .  The  boy  who  sang  us  the  home 
song — A  Frontier  scare  answered  for  him."  She  was  silent 
again. 
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"  Will  India  ever  realise  the  sacrifice  ?  "  Philip  replied 
quietly. 

"  Yes,  her  sensible  men  and  women  do.  They  realise 
that  our  race  has  been  t,he  salvation  of  their  country.  They 
know,  too,  that  redemption  can  only  be  obtained  through 
sacrifice.  Their  gratitude  to  us  is  unbounded.  They  do  not 
find  our  rule  irksome ;  they  know  we  hold  the  balance 
justly  and  strive  to  preserve  peace.  We  have  given  her 
liberty  and  order  such  as  India  had  never  known  before. 
Under  our  guidance,  protection,  and  care  she  has  prospered 
as  she  never  would  have  prospered  without  us.  Our  ships 
have  carried  her  merchandise  to  all  quarters  of  the  globe. 
Our  brilliant  engineers  have  irrigated  her  waste  lands  and 
thereby  saved  the  lives  of  millions  of  her  people.  Our 
railways  have  connected  her  provinces,  thereby  doing 
much  towards  making  her  practically  one  people,  where 
before  she  was  so  terribly  divided."  She  paused  and 
smiled  at  him,  then  continued,  "  There  are  cranks  in  every 
land,  worse  luck  !  I  call  them  by  much  severer  names — 
disturbers  of  the  peace,  mischief-makers,  people  whose 
fingers  itch  to  pull  down  that  which  they,  with  their  warped 
ideas,  could  never  build  up.  The  Maharajah  of  Nandapur, 
our  neighbour,  whom,  I  believe  you  have  met,  whose  vast 
wealth  is  almost  beyond  one's  conception,  is  loyal  to  the 
core ;  he  serves  because  his  love  for  his  country,  and  her 
welfare,  is  his  first  consideration.  After  the  King,  the  first 
man  in  the  vast  British  Empire  is  the  Prince  of  Wales, 
whose  motto  is  '  Ich  Dien  '  I  If  ever  a  man  lived  a  life  of 
perpetual  sacrifice,  that  young  man  does  in  all  faith." 

"  You  are  right ;  he  sets  an  example  to  us  all  from  the 
highest  to  the  lowest,"  replied  Dane  seriously. 

"  I  am  glad  you  admire  him.  I  hope  he  will  come  to 
India  again."  She  spoke  slowly.  "  Or,  one  of  the  other 
princes.  I  wish  they  would  come  more  often,  for  India, 
being  royal  herself,  loves  Royalty.  Perhaps  the  higher 
power  will  realise  one  day  how  truly  royal  she  is." 
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"  Yes."  Philip's  eyes  were  watching  the  charming 
contour  of  her  face,  the  delicate  colouring  of  her  cheeks, 
which  India's  sun  had  not  contrived  to  spoil,  the  soul  in 
her  eyes.  Yes,  he  liked  'her  tremendously ;  he  felt  he 
could  make  a  confidante  of  her.  Then  he  suddenly  found 
he  was  pulling  himself  up.  The  ever-perpetual  haunting 
nightmare  of  his  heritage.  She  had  spoken  of  ghosts  ;  the 
spectre  of  Morton  Dane  dragged  his  steps  continuously.  He 
could  never  get  away  from  it.  The  woman  sitting  by  his 
side  would  have  strong  ideas  on  hereditary  transmission. 
If  he  confided  in  her,  would  he  be  quick  enough  to  detect 
an  instantaneous  repulsion  of  feeling  for  him?  She  was 
sensitive,  and  quick  to  detect  pain — mental — in  others,  he 
was  sure  of  that,  and  out  of  consideration  for  him  she  would 
hide  her  true  feeling.  His  mind  leaped  to  his  brother's  wife, 
to  Nancy.  He  had  from  the  first  instinctively  felt  the 
revulsion  of  feeling  which  he  believed  held  her  at  his  coming. 
He  knew  from  bitter  experience  Eric  would  foster  such 
feeling  by  a  continuous  allusion  to  his,  Philip's,  unfor- 
tunate connection  with  one  notoriously  possessed  with  so 
much  that  was  evil. 

Was  this  the  stumbling-block  to  Nancy  and  his  friendship 
with  her  ?  Was  it  the  thought  that  his  nature  must  possess 
some  of  this  evil,  that  it  had  been  transmitted  to  him,  and 
that,  beneath  the  cloak  of  an  indomitable  will-power,  these 
evils  were  kept  in  check,  to  break  out  sooner  or  later,  with 
perhaps  greater  force  and  greater  destructive  power  in  him 
than  it  had  been  in  his  unfortunate  kinsman,  Morton  Dane  ? 

Nancy  was  afraid  of  him ;  she  was  afraid  even  to  trust 
herself  in  the  room  alone  with  him.  She  was  afraid  even 
to  stand  alone  with  him  to  discuss  the  poems  she  loved, 
which  were  written  in  a  book  she  had  thrust  into  his  hand, 
and  then  had  fled  from  him,  as  if  he  was  an  ogre  bent  on 
devouring  her.  He  laughed  ;  his  thought  had  held  him  so 
completely  that  his  surroundings  for  the  moment  were 
forgotten. 


204  Kali's  Jewels 


"  You  are  amused,  Mr.  Dane."  Nina  Dashwood's  voice 
broke  in  upon  his  meditations.  He  started  abruptly. 
"  Yet  your  expression  belied  your  sudden  burst  of  mirth," 
she  continued,  smiling. 

He  was  instantly  all  apologies. 

"  Please  forgive  me  if  I  have  been  inattentive."  He 
flushed  painfully. 

Nina  Dashwood  liked  him  all  the  more  for  the  tide  of 
confusion  which  swept  over  him.  He  was  honest  so  far ; 
she  hated  excuses.  He  had  not  been  listening  to  the  latter 
part  of  her  sentences.  She  wondered  what  his  thoughts 
were  ;  they  were  serious,  disquieting  thoughts,  tinged  with 
bitterness.  She  did  not  like  to  see  bitterness,  for  a  bitter 
laugh  distressed  her  more  than  anything.  She  wondered  if 
he  had  come  to  confide  in  her.  Immediately  her  thoughts 
flew  to  Fenella  Carlton.  Had  the  man  fallen  in  love  with 
the  girl  ?  There  was  nothing  to  stand  in  his  way — except 
Guy  Hungerford.  Then  she  remembered  that  a  strong 
friendship  had  sprung  up  between  the  two  men.  Ah  !  that 
was  where  the  mischief  lay.  It  was  what  one  would  expect 
from  a  man  such  as  Philip  Dane.  He  would  never  be  found 
guilty  of  poaching  on  another  man's  preserves.  But  was 
Fenella  Guy's  preserve  ?  She  had  heard  nothing  from  FCM, 
who,  now  that  she  had  become  a  constant  visitor  at  Nina's 
bungalow,  had  made  a  confidante  of  the  older  woman  in 
consequence.  She  knew  Guy's  feelings  on  the  subject ;  but, 
so  long  as  Fenella  was  free,  Philip  had  every  right  to 
advance  his  suit.  She  was  a  wee  bit  disappointed.  Fenella 
was  not  quite  the  woman  for  the  man  sitting  by  her,  Nina 
Dashwood's,  side.  And  yet  both  could  do  worse,  and  both 

could No,  she  would  not  grant  that  Fenella  could  do 

better,  but  Philip — yes.  Nina  would  trust  any  woman,  her 
dearest  friend,  to  Philip's  care,  and,  if  she  had  not  been 
married  herself  and  was  not  ten  years  older  than  Fenella, 
she  would  marry  him  herself  ! 

"  You  are  liking  India,  Mr.  Dane  ?  "    She  would  lead  him 
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on  in  a  roundabout  way  so  that  he  would  never  guess  that 
she  was  probing  her  way  to  find  wherein  the  bitterness 
lay.  Had  it  to  do  with  Eric,  his  kinsman,  or  Fenella,  or 
who  ?  Or  perhaps  he  did  not  like  India.  Nina  would  be 
extremely  disappointed  in  that  case. 

"  Extremely.  I  have  enjoyed  every  moment  of  my 
visit.  I  am  so  glad  I  went  in  for  a  course  of  Hindustani 
before  I  left  home.  It  has  enabled  me  to  enter  more 
thoroughly  into  the  interesting  subject  of  native  life,  for 
one  is  so  handicapped  if  one  knows  only  a  smattering  of  a 
language.  I  picked  up  a  little  Tamil  as  well,  and  between 
the  two,  I  have  been  able  to  indulge  in  one  of  my  pet 
studies." 

"  And  they  are  ?  "    She  was  now  thoroughly  interested. 

"  The  native  characters  and  customs  of  certain  lands. 
I  did  a  long  trip  into  Central  Africa  and  enjoyed  myself 
tremendously.  It  is  a  most  interesting  and  fascinating 
country.  It  did  not  satisfy  me,  it  led  me  on  to  want  to  see 
and  learn  more  and  more,  not  only  of  that  country,  but  of 
others.  India  clamoured  to  be  visited.  She  would  not  let 
me  rest  day  or  night.  So  I  had  to  pack  up  my  kit  and  come 

along.  And  I  have  enjoyed  every  day  of  my  visit  till " 

He  stopped  abruptly.  His  sympathetic  listener  had  led 
him  on,  and  she  intended  he  should  be  led  to  go  beyond 
where  he  intended. 

"  Don't  say  till  you  came  to  Bundapur.  Come,  come. 
And  we  have  so  prided  ourselves  on  our  little,  select  hill 
Station." 

She  was  teasing  him  openly,  but  underneath  she  was 
getting  at  what  she  wanted.  "  I  am  sorry  we  have  disap- 
pointed you,  and  this  is  our  show  place — Nandapur.  Oh, 
dear,  dear,  this  is  dreadful  hearing."  She  raised  her  hands 
in  mock  disapproval,  but  they  were  both  laughing. 

"  It  was  a  most  unfortunate  slip  on  my  part.  Please 
believe  me  when  I  tell  you  that  I  think  Bundapur  one  of 
the  most  beautiful  spots  in  the  country.  And  I  have  also 
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found  that  your  people,  without  exception,  are  the  most 
hospitable  and  charming  it  has  ever  been  my  good  fortune 
to  find  myself  among."  He  was  bending  towards  her.  "  I 
would  be  the  most  ungrateful  creature  on  earth  if  I  allowed 
myself  to  think  otherwise,  for  the  fraction  of  a  second  even." 
He  placed  his  hand  upon  the  arm  of  her  chair.  "  No,  no, 
I  assure  you,  it  is  not  Bundapur,  its  charming  people  and 
its  beautiful  surroundings  that  has  made  me  decide  to  cut 
short  my  visit  and  get  away  as  quickly  as  I  can.  I  would 
go  to-morrow,  or  even  to-night,  but  I  have  promised  young 
Hungerford  I  will  stand  by  him  and  not  desert  him  at  the 
last  minute.  Although  it  would  be  perfectly  easy  for  him 
to  fill  my  place  to  his  advantage." 

"  I  am  perfectly  sure  he  could  not  fill  your  place.  Your 
Ameer  Ali  is  perfect ;  there  is  no  one  in  Bundapur  who 
could  fill  the  role  of  that  particular  character  so  splendidly 
as  you  do."  She  patted  his  hand  reassuringly.  "  But  why 
this  unseemly  haste  to  leave  us  ?  You  love  the  country  ; 
as  a  community,  you  are  agreeably  surprised  with  our 
amiability  of  temperament,  which  you  say  you  so  thoroughly 
appreciate.  You  can  study  native  life,  for  at  your  very 
feet  lies  a  native  state  ruled  by  a  native  prince,  who  still 
continues  to  live  in  royal,  native  style.  His  city  teems  with 
bazaars,  its  streets  are  narrow  and  tortuous,  planned  in 
true  native  disregard  for  convenience.  The  houses  are 
picturesque,  with  carved  balconies,  quaint  windows,  and 
colour-washed  in  every  delicate  shade  of  colour.  There 
are  mosques  galore ;  then  there  is  village  life,  where  you 
can  study  custom  and  watch  the  daily  round  and  common 
task  among  these  picturesque  people.  The  chatter  of 
village  folk  mingles  with  the  monotonous  noise  of  the 
village  threshing-floor  and  the  creaking  of  the  water-mill, 
which  tries  to  outdo  the  groans  of  the  sugar-mill.  You  can 
sit  within  their  enclosure  beneath  their  much-cherished 
peepal-tree  and  gossip  with  their  old  men  in  the  hour  of 
leisure.  What  more  can  you  desire,  greedy  one  ?  " 
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Philip  Dane's  lips  were  twisted  in  a  wry  smile.  He  could 
not  say,  "  I  go  because  I  have  fallen  in  love  with  my  cousin's 
wife.  I  go  because  I  am  an  impostor ;  you  do  not  know 
my  family  history.  You  do  not  know  that  my  ancestor, 
Morton  Dane,  was  a  criminal,  who  did  not  hesitate  to 
commit  murder  if  by  so  doing  he  advanced  his  own 
interests." 

How  he  envied  his  cousin  his  clear  name. 

"  You  are  perfectly  right,"  he  replied  slowly.  "  I  have 
all  these  things  you  mention  at  hand,  and,  believe  me,  they 
have  been  a  source  of  great  delight  to  me."  He  hesitated. 

"  But  you  are  not  content  to  remain  with  us  a  little 
longer."  She  touched  his  hand  as  it  lay  upon  the  arm  of 
her  chair.  "  This  is  not  true.  You  would  stay — you  would 
love  to  stay  on  months  and  months,  on  through  the 
delicious  cold  weather.  After  September  passes  there  will 
be  the  shooting ;  snipe  and  duck,  and  then  later,  big 
game,  leopards,  tigers  and  buffalo." 

He  knew  she  was  tempting  him. 

"  But  circumstances  over  which  you  have  no  control 
force  you  to  make  your  hurried  adieus,  eh  ?  Is  that  not 
correct  ?  "  Her  large,  dark  eyes  questioned  his,  compel- 
ling him  to  answer  the  truth  and  nothing  but  the  truth. 
And  yet,  what  right  had  this  woman,  whom  he  had  known 
only  a  short  time,  whom  till  a  few  short  weeks  ago  he  did 
not  know,  to  compel  his  confidence  ? 

She  compelled  it  because  she  had  honesty  of  purpose  at 
heart,  and  because,  slowly  but  surely,  the  secret  of  his 
hidden  passion  was  being  revealed  to  her.  He  had  not  the 
control  over  his  eyes  he  imagined  he  had.  The  figure  of 
Nancy  Dane  was  visible  to  both  as  she  moved  slowly  about 
her  compound  garden. 

After  a  pause  of  some  moments  duration  their  eyes  met, 
and  he  knew  instantly  that  she  had  ascertained  all  she 
wished.  And  still  her  sympathy  was  his. 

"  Yes,"  she  said  earnestly,  "  you  had  better  go,  and  go 
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quickly."  She  kept  as  well  as  she  could  the  astonishment 
and  amazement  out  of  her  voice ;  he  admired  her 
control. 

"  You  do  not  utterly  despise  me?  "  he  said  hoarsely. 
"  And  you  need  have  no  fear  for  her."  His  eyes  were 
following  Nancy's  movements.  "  For  she  has  an  intense 
dislike  of  me.  She  cannot  even  tolerate  my  presence  for  a 
few  moments  if  we  happen  to  be  alone,  but  makes  some 
hasty  excuse  to  leave  me." 

He  rose  hastily  to  his  feet  and  began  pacing  the  verandah. 

"  I  cannot  tell  you  how  it  happened ;  I  am  making  no 
excuses,  but  I  must  tell  you  the  whole  affair  has  been  most 
unintentional  on  my  part.  You  cannot  think  how  intensely 
I  despise  myself." 

He  spoke  so  boyishly  and  looked  so  utterly  distressed 
that  Nina  Dash  wood's  heart  ached  for  him ;  she  knew  he 
was  suffering  intensely.  He  came  and  stood  before  her. 

"  Please  don't  think  me  a  horrible,  low-down  cad — but  I 
think  it  was  her  unhappiness " 

She  knew  instinctively  that  he  did  not  wish  to  cast  any 
reflection  on  his  cousin  ;  he  was  loyal  to  the  core.  She  had 
no  need  of  his  information.  She  knew  only  too  well  her 
friend's  unhappiness,  the  misery  of  her  married  life.  She 
had  known  Nancy  in  the  old  days  before  her  marriage,  and 
when,  two  or  three  years  later,  she  met  her  again,  she  was 
simply  appalled  at  the  change  in  the  one-time  high-spirited, 
gay,  laughter-loving  friend  of  other  days. 

She  would  not  encourage  him  ;  he  must  go  through  the 
mill.  She  had  no  fear  for  him ;  he  would  come  forth  a 
better  man  for  his  suffering.  A  trial  of  fire  to  such  as  he 
would  only  perfect  the  metal. 

"  I  don't  think  India  altogether  agrees  with  Nancy  Dane. 
She  has  not  been  home  for  over  two  years  now.  She  wants  a 
change.  I  must  speak  to  her  husband ;  he  must  get  her 
away." 

He  took  the  rebuff  calmly. 
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"  Am  I  to  go  away  to-night  ?  What  excuse  shall  I 
make  to  my  cousin  ?  "  He  had  placed  himself  in  her 
hands. 

"  Let  me  think  a  moment."  She  had  risen  too,  and  was 
standing  by  his  side,  looking  out  away  across  the  plain  to 
where  the  river  gleamed  silvery,  winding  its  way  between 
the  fields  which  lay  under  cultivation.  The  compound 
below  them  was  deserted. 

"  What  did  you  come  to  me  this  morning  for  ?  "  She 
turned  and  confronted  him.  "  Tell  me.  I  am  your  friend, 
or  you  would  not  have  allowed  me  to  wheedle  out  of  you  all 
that  I  have ;  it's  been  hard  work,  but  you  are  worth  it, 
you  know." 

He  took  her  hand  and  raised  it  to  his  lips  in  an  old-world, 
courtly  way  which  sat  well  upon  his  picturesque  personality 
and  handsome  bearing. 

"  It  is  to  such  women  as  you,  that  men  such  as  I,  owe  our 
salvation.  You  are  the  leaven,  the  salt  of  the  earth.  The 
world  looks  to  you  to  carry  out  her  ideals,  and  she  looks 
not  in  vain.  You  bring  to  the  surface  the  best  and  highest 
ideals  conceivable  in  man.  You  bring  beauty  and  perfec- 
tion of  thought  and  action  towards  a  certain  fruition  here 
in  the  world  under  your  influence." 

"  Hush,  flatterer."  She  was  falling  in  love  with  the  man 
herself.  "  You  have  not  told  me  why  you  came." 

"  I  came  because  I  was  led  by  your  sympathetic 
conception  of  an  ideal  friendship.  I  knew  I  would  find 
sympathy." 

She  interrupted  him  hastily.  "  A  sympathetic  friend- 
ship that  would  condone  your  actions,  such  as  a  flirtation 
with  your  cousin's  wife."  She  was  severe. 

"  No,  no  !  "  He  was  desperate.  "  I  never  meant  that 
anyone  should  know  of  my  feeling  towards  Nancy.  In 
fact,  I  would  rather  have  shot  myself  first.  You  do  not 
know  how  thoroughly  I  despise  myself.  I  would  never 
have  put  foot  inside  your  compound  if  I  could  have 

OK 
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imagined  in  my  wildest  moments  that  I  would  have  ever 
confessed  it  to  you  or  to  anyone." 

"  Now  we  are  coming  to  the  real  reason  why  you  dropped 
in  this  morning."  She  was  tantalisingly  cool,  yet  beneath 
the  matter-of-fact  tone  her  heart  ached  for  him.  Yet, 
woman-like,  she  was  for  the  moment  determined  to  get  to 
the  bottom  of  his  depression.  She  knew  he  had  come  to  her 
because  of  it,  and  she  knew  it  was  not  altogether  to  do  with 
his  cousin's  wife,  and  the  unfortunate  affair  of  the  heart 
that  he  was  suffering  from. 

He  felt  rather  an  idiot ;  he  could  not  say,  "  I  was  feeling 
beastly  depressed  over  my  ancestor's  criminal  perversities, 
and  because  I  believe  in  hereditary  transmission,  I  feel  I 
shall  one  day  do  likewise.  In  fact,  I  have  already  begun 
my  career  of  crime  by  falling  in  love  with  my  cousin's 
wife  !  " 

Nina  Dashwood  took  pity  on  him.  She  looked  at  her 
wrist-watch. 

"  It  will  soon  be  tijfin-time,  the  morning  nearly  gone,  and 
we  have  got  to  get  you  out  of  Eric  Dane's  bungalow,  bag 
and  baggage,  before  night."  She  crossed  the  verandah  to 
where  a  table  stood  upon  which  were  placed  writing 
materials.  She  drew  a  chair  forward  and  seating  herself 
at  the  table  began  to  write.  Her  action  had  been  too  quick 
for  Philip;  he  hurried  forward  to  place  her  chair;  she 
dismissed  him  with  a  wave  of  her  hand. 

"  I  have  thought  of  a  plan.  Amuse  yourself  with  those 
magazines  while  I  write  this  note." 

He  did  not  touch  the  papers,  but  stood  very  upright  with 
his  hands  clasped  behind  his  back,  waiting  her  pleasure. 

For  a  few  minutes  there  was  silence  between  them,  except 
for  the  scratching  of  her  pen  as  she  wrote  vigorously  and 
swiftly. 

At  length  the  note  was  written  and  enclosed  within  the 
folds  of  an  envelope.  She  clapped  her  hands.  The  summons 
was  answered  instantly  by  a  peon  in  snowy  livery,  to  whom 
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she  gave  the  letter  with  some  instructions  in  a  low  voice. 
The  man  salaamed  and  withdrew  noiselessly. 

"  Beyond  Nandapur,  and  standing  back  a  couple  of 
dozen  yards  from  the  road — the  old  Bera  road — is  a  small 
bungalow  standing  in  a  clay-walled  compound.  This 
bungalow  belongs  to  my  husband ;  he  goes  there  some- 
times when  he  wishes  to  attend  to  the  poor,  miserable 
jungle  dwellers  ;  there  is  a  village  of  outcasts  ;  it's  his 
hobby,  you  know,  looking  to  the  welfare  of  these  poor 
creatures.  They  treat  him  as  a  sort  of  god ;  he  deserves 
it,  for  their  village  is  a  miserable  hole.  I  have  been  with 
him  once  or  twice,  but  as  a  rule  he  will  not  allow  me  to  go 
there.  Well,  the  bungalow  stands  on  the  outskirts  of  a 
jungle.  It's  quite  easy  to  get  at,  as  there  is  a  well-beaten 
path  from  the  road.  At  present  the  bungalow  has  a  guest, 
a  friend  of  my  husband's,  a  native  and  a  gentleman,  old 
Mirza  Singh,  one  time  medical  practitioner  who  walked 
Guy's,  but  in  accordance  with  a  religious  order — he  is  a 
Brahmin — he  has  renounced  the  world,  and  instead  of 
enjoying  his  wealth,  he  carries  the  beggar's  bowl  and  staff 
and  wanders  through  India,  a  fakir,  doing  his  bit  among  the 
poor  and  needy,  taking  no  fee,  but  accepting  a  handful  of 
rice  from  one,  a  chuppattie  from  another.  There  will  be 
plenty  of  room  for  you  too  in  the  bungalow.  You  know 
Mirza  Singh  ?  "  for  she  had  noticed  Dane's  exclamation  of 
surprise. 

"  Yes,  quite  well.  I  met  the  old  man  near  Quetta,  in 
fact  we  journeyed  part  way  here  in  each  other's  company. 
He  made  me  promise  not  to  say  anything  about  being  with 
him,  so  I  did  not." 

"  Well,  that's  all  the  better,  you  won't  need  any  intro- 
duction to  one  another.  You  will  go  home,  have  your 
tiffin,  go  for  a  ride,  take  the  old  Bera  road,  half  a  mile 
down  it  you  come  to  a  huge  rock  which  causes  the  road  to 
take  a  big  curve.  The  path  to  the  bungalow  is  just  past 
the  rock  on  your  right.  Fall  off  your  horse,  it  need  not 
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necessarily  sprain  your  ankle,  it  need  not  necessarily  be 
a  bad  sprain,  it  will  keep  you  tied  by  the  leg  till  the  even- 
ing The  Flower  of  Persia  is  to  be  produced — that  is  in  a 
few  days'  time."  She  was  looking  severely  at  him.  "  I 
have  sent  a  trusty  messenger  with  a  chit  to  apprise  Mirza 
Singh  of  your  coming.  He  is  wonderfully  understanding 
and  will  fall  in  with  our  plans  without  questioning  their 
feasibility.  You  will  only  have  to  keep  up  the  pretence 
during  the  mornings,  as  no  one  has  any  call  to  go  in  that 
direction  during  the  rest  of  the  day.  As  you  know,  old 
Mirza  Singh  is  a  delightful  companion.  So  the  time 
ought  not  to  hang  too  heavily  upon  your  hands.  In  fact, 
I  quite  envy  you  your  jungle  retreat.  I  will  make  it  all 
right  with  my  husband,  and  he  will  drop  in  and  help  wile 
away  the  time  for  you  too."  She  paused,  and  touched 
him  lightly  upon  the  arm. 

"  It's  a  white  lie,  I  only  propose  it  and  countenance 
it  for  my  friend  Nancy  Dane's  sake,  poor  gill " — a  kindly 
smile  swept  her  face — "  and  because  you  are  an  honest 
man  and  I  like  you.  Now,  go,  I  would  ask  you  to  tiffin, 
but  it  will  be  better  for  our  plans  if  you  go  back  and  do  as 
you  usually  do.  You  will  have  Fenella's  company  at 
tiffin.  I  see  she  has  just  arrived  at  your  cousin's 
bungalow." 

Nina  Dashwoctd  left  nothing  to  chance,  and  she  wanted 
him  to  feel  the  true  significance  of  his  offence. 


CHAPTER  XVI 

"  SAHIB,  no  man  should  enter  into  an  agreement  with  his 
fellow  until  he  has  satisfied  himself  of  the  integrity  of 
character  and  purpose  of  his  would-be  partner.  Abdulla, 
the  dealer  in  precious  stones,  who  has  his  shop  in  the 
principal  bazaar  in  Nandapur,  has  gained  vast  wealth 
through  unscrupulous  means.  He  is  also  a  dangerous 
character.  The  river  flows  through  his  garden,  and  dead 
men  tell  no  tales.  Dane  Sahib,  it  is  an  easy  way  to  rid 
one's  conscience  and  to  silence  the  too  persistent  voice  of 
the  wronged." 

It  was  late  afternoon  ;  the  sun  shone  clearly  through 
the  clumps  of  tall  bamboo,  festooned  with  jungle  creeper, 
and  threw  a  trellis-work  pattern  on  the  open  glade  before 
the  low,  thatched-roofed  bungalow.  The  compound  wall 
of  sun-baked  mud  was  broken  in  places,  and  allowed 
glimpses  of  tangled  jungle  beyond. 

Philip  Dane  sat,  or  reclined,  in  a  low,  cane  lounge-chair. 
Mirza  Singh,  the  fakir,  or  holy  man,  squatted  upon  a  rush 
mat  at  his  feet. 

Nina  Dashwood's  plans  had  been  carried  out  without 
a  hitch.  Philip  had  found  upon  entering  his  cousin's 
bungalow  that  Fenella  Carlton  had  arrived  and  had 
accepted  Mrs.  Dane's  very  pressing  invitation  to  stay  to 
tiffin.  The  conversation  had  been  of  a  general  nature, 
the  principal  topic  being  a  badminton  tournament  which 
was  to  take  place  the  following  day.  Dane  felt  his  posi- 
tion keenly ;  he  knew  he  was  deceiving  these  women 
horribly  when  he  accepted  Fenella's  invitation  to  be 
present,  as  she  was  playing.  He  found  it  difficult  to 
keep  his  eyes  from  watching  Nancy's  pale  cheeks.  He 
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felt  she  was  not  herself  and  that  conversation  with  her 
was  more  than  difficult.  She  toyed  with  her  food 
and  seemed  preoccupied,  so  much  so,  that  the  bulk 
of  the  conversation  fell  upon  Fenella's,  and  his, 
shoulders. 

As  soon  as  tiffin  was  finished  he  excused  himself  on  the 
plea  that  he  had  to  try  his  new  mount.  He  fancied  Nancy 
was  relieved  at  his  hurrying  away,  she  helped  him  by 
ordering  his  pony.  He  had  not  resented  her  treatment ; 
it  only  made  him  realise  more  deeply  the  necessity  for  his 
departure.  Her  rebuffs,  strangely  enough,  served  only  to 
accentuate  and  strengthen  the  intensity  of  his  feelings  for 
her.  To  his  shame,  he  knew  his  one  longing  was  to  take 
her  in  his  arms,  to  hold  her  next  his  heart,  to  rain  pas- 
sionate kisses  upon  her  lips  and  eyes,  upon  her  soft  cheeks. 
He  wanted  to  bury  his  lips  in  her  glistening  hair,  to  feel 
the  intoxicating  perfume  of  its  rippling  folds  in  his  nostrils. 
Her  dislike  tantalised  him  almost  past  bearing.  He 
longed  to  break  down  the  barrier  between  them.  She 
despised  his  connections.  Eric  had  taken  full  care  that 
she  should  know  the  horrible  nightmare  of  the  past  and 
his  connection  with  it.  She  was  afraid  of  him  and  had 
therefore  kept  him  at  arm's  length.  She  had  not  even 
allowed  him  the  common  courtesy,  the  usual  intimacy  of 
a  guest.  She  had  been  distant,  almost  frigid  in  her  manner 
towards  him  from  the  first. 

He  constantly  recalled  their  first  meeting ;  there  had 
been  little  or  no  spontaneity  in  her  greeting,  while  he 
had  been  dumbfounded  by  her  beauty. 

He  had  quietly  grasped  the  situation  which  existed 
between  husband  and  wife,  without  the  help  of  the  un- 
fortunate eavesdropping  episode,  over  which  he  had 
bribed  his  conscience,  and  this  bribe  had  provided  his 
cousin  with  a  device  by  which  he  hoped  to  gain  larger 
sums  from  him. 

It  would  have  taken  a  less  clever  brain  than  his  to 
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perceive  the  trap  stretched  so  invitingly  at  his  feet  which 
he,  Philip,  had  deliberately  fallen  into.  He  thanked  God 
fervently  that  he  had  not  dragged  her  in  with  him.  No, 
Fate  and  Nina  Dashwood  were  antagonists,  and  too  power- 
ful for  Eric  Dane's  manoeuvres,  cleverly  as  he  had  planned 
them. 

He,  Philip,  had  gone  to  his  room  and  had  slipped  into 
his  pockets  a  few  articles,  such  as  his  cheque-book,  etc. 
When  he  returned  to  the  verandah  he  found  his  hostess 
and  Fenella  sitting  comparing  notes  on  their  stage  cos- 
tumes. The  syce  was  walking  Carmin,  his  pony,  up  and 
down  before  the  verandah  steps. 

He  stopped  to  ask  if  he  could  deliver  any  messages  at 
the  club,  which  he  had  to  pass  on  his  way  to  the  old  Bera 
road. 

Fenella  nailed  him  immediately  for  an  opinion 
on  her  choice  of  costume ;  he  gave  it  with  lack  of 
interest,  for  he  felt  his  hostess's  close  proximity.  He 
had  to  cross  the  verandah  to  put  distance  between 
them. 

Nina  Dashwood  trusted  him,  he  did  not  wish  to  belie 
that  trust.  If  Nancy  had  not  looked  so  pathetic,  so  frail, 
and  to  stand  so  much  alone,  he  would  have  had  no 
difficulty  in  keeping  himself  in  hand. 

He  felt  she  was  the  sport  of  Fate  ;  he  wanted  to 
protect  her.  The  irresistible  lines  of  her  charming  mouth 
pulled  at  his  heart-strings.  His  anger  had  blazed  in  his 
breast  at  his  kinsman.  The  pent-up  wrath  of  childhood, 
of  boyhood,  and  now  manhood,  clamoured  for  vengeance. 
Yet  with  this  frail  woman  standing  between  them,  for  her 
sake,  he  had  to  restrain  his  feelings  of  resentment  and 
indignation  and  tread  them  underfoot,  go  his  way  and 
leave  her  to  stand  or  fall  alone. 

He  had  approved  each  woman's  choice  of  costume  and 
hoped  he  had  not  appeared  too  disinterested,  although  he 
was  interested,  for  he  could  imagine  each,  in  her  way, 
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looking  charming,  though  he  gave  the  palm  to  his  cousin's 
wife. 

The  latter  had  crossed  the  verandah  with  him  and  had 
stood  on  the  steps  while  he  mounted  and  rode  away.  What 
had  he  seen  that  had  made  him  gallop  up  the  narrow  hill 
road  with  throbbing  pulses  and  pounding  heart-beats? 
He  had  looked  up  into  her  eyes  as  she  stood  leaning  against 
the  balustrade.  What  was  the  message  her  eyes  fought, 
with  her  self-restraint,  to  tell  him  ?  The  memory  of  their 
luminous  depths  haunted  him,  and  sent  his  pulses  throbbing 
wildly  in  his  throat.  One  thing  they  told  him — he  had 
made  a  mistake  ;  he  had  all  along  read  their  message 
incorrectly.  His  presence  was  not  distasteful  to  her.  She 
did  not  despise.  She  did  not  dislike  him. 

The  knowledge  made  him  deliriously  happy.  Then  as 
he  galloped  on,  and  the  distance  widened  between  them, 
reaction  set  in  and  deep  despondency  took  possession  of 
his  soul.  His  horse's  hoof-beats  echoed  the  cry,  "  Too 
late  !  too  late  !  "  The  rhythm  drove  him  almost  mad. 
He  pulled  up  and  allowed  the  animal  to  walk,  but  still  the 
rhythm  of  those  fatal  words  hammered  at  his  brain,  "  Too 
late  !  too  late  !  "  What  was  too  late  ?  He  questioned 
himself  angrily  in  his  utter  despair  ;  he  wrestled  with  the 
words.  And  so  he  rode,  cursing  and  railing  at  Fate,  till 
a  huge  rock  caused  a  wide  curve  in  the  road,  and  he  knew 
he  had  reached  his  destination. 

He  found  the  path  as  directed  by  that  pearl  among 
women,  Nina  Dashwood.  He  literally  fell  off  his  horse, 
and  then  led  it  by  its  bridle  up  the  narrow,  winding  path- 
way till  the  rough  clay  walls  of  a  compound  and  a 
thatched-roofed  bungalow  came  to  view.  His  old  friend, 
Mirza  Singh,  stood  respectfully  waiting,  leaning  on  his 
staff  in  the  compound  gateway  beneath  the  shade  of  a 
peepal-tree. 

The  greeting  between  the  two  men,  of  vastly  different 
races,  was  spontaneous  and  hearty.  Mirza  Singh,  although 
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a  Brahmin  of  high  rank,  had  renounced  his  estate, 
and  having  taken  up  the  life  of  a  wandering  fakir, 
would  on  no  account  allow  himself  to  deviate  from  that 
r61e. 

He  had  salaamed  profoundly  and,  even  though  Philip 
Dane  had  seized  him  by  the  hand  and  wrung  it  warmly, 
he  stood  respectfully  waiting  to  conduct  the  former  to 
the  bungalow. 

Dane  knew  it  was  of  no  use  deceiving  the  old  man  with 
regard  to  his  supposed  accident,  for  here  he  was,  standing 
firmly  upon  his  two  feet,  with  no  pretention  to  a  twisted 
ankle. 

He  therefore  threw  the  bridle  to  a  young  Hindu  lad  who 
promptly  led  his  mount  away  in  the  direction  of  the  tiny 
stables  at  the  far  end  of  the  compound. 

"  Come,  Mirza  Singh,  I  had  no  idea  you  had  taken  up 
your  abode  here  till  an  hour  or  two  ago.  Why  this  secrecy  ? 
I  feel  very  much  hurt.  I  did  indeed  think  you  would  have 
let  me  know  when  you  chanced  to  be  back  in  this  vicinity 
again,  and  you  have  not  done  so.  Answer  me  at  once, 
you  old  rascal."  He  had  seized  the  old  mendicant's  hand 
and  was  drawing  him  hurriedly  in  the  direction  of  the 
verandah  steps. 

"  I  have  watched  you  from  afar,  Dane  Sahib  ;  you  were 
enjoying  yourself.  What  would  a  lord  Sahib  want  with 
a  Hindu  beggar?  No,  the  beggar  was  wise,  and  waited 
his  time.  In  his  heart  he  said,  '  The  lord  Sahib,  whom 
thou  lovest  as  a  brother,  will  need  your  company  and  your 
help.  Wait !  '  And  my  lord  Sahib,  the  words  of  the 
goddess  have  come  true  ;  for  it  was  she,  Kali,  the  mother 
of  her  people,  who  whispered  in  Mirza  Singh's  ear  this 
good  counsel.  And  thy  servant  took  heed  and  waited. 
And  his  reward  for  thus  obeying  the  voice  of  the  all- 
powerful,  the  Heaven-born,  is  thy  presence  here  now  this 
very  day.  May  Siva  protect  such  days  and  let  no  evil 
destroy  their  serenity.  Thou  shalt  have  the  salutation 
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of  one  humble  with  joy."  The  old  man  touched  the  ground 
with  both  hands  and  then  raised  them  to  his  forehead, 
thus  giving  the  salutation  usually  given  to  high-class 
Brahmins. 

"  You  will  not  respect  me  thus,  old  friend,  when  you 
learn  the  fraud  I  am  about  to  inflict  upon  the  public  in 
geneial."  Dane's  hand  fell  upon  the  old  man's  bony  arm. 
"  Mirza  Singh,  I  am  ashamed  to  tell  you  that  since  I  parted 
from  you  in  this  very  jungle,  on  my  way  to  my  cousin's 
home  at  Bundapur,  a  few  short  weeks  ago,  I  have  fallen 
very  low.  I  cannot  muster  up  sufficient  courage  to  tell 
you  how  low  I  have  sunk,  in  my  esteem.  I  descended  to 
the  very  bottom  of  the  bottomless  pit,  if  it  were  possible 
to  do  such  a  thing." 

But  the  old  man  interrupted  him. 

"  No,  no  !  I  will  not  let  such  words  fall  from  my 
brother's,  my  lord  Sahib's  lips,  for  Mirza  Singh's  ears  are 
filled  with  clay,  and  he  is  deaf.  I  hear  you  not,"  and  he 
shook  his  head  vigorously  as  Dane  again  attempted  to 
speak. 

"  I  have  the  chit  the  Mem-sahib  Dashwood  sent  me.  I 
yawned  when  I  read  it,  and  according  to  custom  I  snapped 
my  fingers  first  to  the  right  and  then  to  the  left,  so  that 
the  evil  spirits  shall  not  prevail  against  thee,  my  lord 
Sahib." 

Dane  was  mystified ;  he  wondered  what  message  and 
what  explanation  Mrs.  Dashwood  had  given  in  her  hurried 
note  to  Mirza  Singh.  Surely  she  had  not  told  the  old 
Hindu  the  true  state  of  affairs  ?  He  did  not  know  what 
footing  the  Dashwoods'  acquaintance  with  the  old  man 
was  on,  or  how  long  they  had  known  him  ;  but  he  trusted 
Nina  Dashwood,  and  he  trusted  Mirza  Singh,  and  he  knew, 
between  the  two,  he  was  in  good  hands. 

"  Sahib,  with  the  Brahmins  we  say,  '  That  which  is 
written  on  the  forehead  must  be  fulfilled ' !  " 

He  stood  aside  for  Dane  to  mount  the  steps.     "  I  have 
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bandages  ready,  my  brother,  and  a  cook  in  the  cook-house 
who  can  present  a  dinner  that  would  put  to  shame  a  feast 
prepared  for  the  gods  themselves.  '  Let  the  sun  shine 
and  the  rain  fall,  for  only  the  ocean  knows  the  depths 
of  the  ocean,  only  the  heavens  know  the  full  expanse 
of  the  heavens :  the  gods  alone  know  the  power  of  the 
gods.'  " 

Dane  found  a  couch  prepared  for  him  ;  in  a  few  minutes 
Mirza  Singh  had  removed  his  riding-boot  and  with  great 
skill  had  bandaged  up  the  uninjured  ankle! 

Dane  felt  fully  the  ignominiousness  of  the  position,  and 
began  by  inwardly  cursing  India  and  all  appertaining 
thereunto.  He  had  come  to  the  mystic  land  with  a 
conscience  perfectly  free  of  all  petty  transgressions,  smug 
and  self-satisfied,  with  the  exception  of  his  constant 
companion,  the  fear  of  hereditary  transmission  and  its 
consequences. 

In  one  week  he  had  been  guilty  of  three  thoroughly 
unpardonable  crimes — that  of  eavesdropping,  fraud,  and, 
worst  of  all,  most  damning,  had  abused  the  sacred  law  of 
hospitality ;  he  had  violated  a  trust  by  thus  falling  madly 
in  love  with  his  cousin's  wife. 

Here  he  was  preparing  to  perpetrate  further  fraud  upon 
his  friends  and  acquaintances.  Mirza  Singh  read  his 
thoughts,  and  said : 

"  Sahib,  Fate  is  a  force,  a  power  who,  at  the  time  we 
think  and  pride  ourselves  that  we  have  armed  ourselves 
most  successfully  to  combat  her  intervention,  most  success- 
fully and  thoroughly  makes  us  fall  at  the  raising  of  one 
of  her  little  fingers.  Rest  content,  brother,  men  have 
done  more  and  less,  worse  and  better,  for  honour's  sake  ! 
When  a  woman's  name  is  at  stake,  when  a  woman's 
happiness  hangs  in  the  balance,  is  any  sacrifice  too  great, 
even  one's  name  ?  " 

Then  Mirza  Singh  knew,  was  Dane's  first  thought.  How 
did  he  know?  He  was  sure  Nina  Dashwood  could  not 
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and  would  not  write  this  information  in  a  letter.  How 
did  he  know  ?  How  did  he  guess  ? 

"  I  have  watched  over  my  brother,  the  Sahib,  from  far 
and  near  too.  My  brother's  face  is  as  the  pages  of  an 
open  book  to  Mirza  Singh,  who  loves  him  ;  his  eyes  are 
the  open  windows  of  his  soul.  Have  no  fear,  for  it  will 
be  well  with  thee." 

He  rested  his  staff  against  the  verandah  balustrade,  and 
placed  his  beggar's  bowl  upon  the  floor.  He  continued 
speaking : 

"  The  moon,  rising  above  the  ridge,  floods  the  world 
with  the  silver  beams  of  her  beautiful  countenance ;  men 
see  her  and  worship  her.  The  forest  glade  ;  the  flaming 
orchids  hang  in  festoons  from  the  forest  trees  ;  the  leaping, 
laughing  mountain  stream,  the  glistening  torrent ;  the 
shimmering,  mirror-like  surface  of  the  lake ;  the  verdant 
valley,  the  sun-bathed  plains ;  the  restless  ocean ;  the 
golden  day  and  deep,  mystic  night — men  worship  these, 
the  handiwork  of  the  Great  One.  Shall  they  not  do  worship 
to  the  perfection  of  His  creation?  We  are  not  gods, 
brother,  but  men,  and,  being  men,  are  we  not  heirs  to 
weaknesses  which  the  flesh  is  subject  to?  Thou  hast 
done  no  sin  in  providing  an  excuse  for  running  away  from 
that  which  threatened  to  overpower  thee.  Thou  hast 
shown  strength,  for  many  would  have  stayed  and  enjoyed 
the  forbidden  fruit,  for,  being  thus,  it  is  more  delicious  to 
the  taste " 

"  Mirza  Singh,  you  are  an  old  humbug,  and  would  make 
excuse  for  me.  I  tell  you  no  excuse,  however  flowery, 
can  wipe  out  the  stain  of  my  wrongdoing.  I  have  sinned, 
and  must  stay  here  in  this  accursed  jungle,  tied  by  the 
leg  like  a  caged  lion,  because  of  this  sin.  And  then,  because 
I  will  not  break  my  word,  I  must  appear  before  my  fellow 
men  and  women  for  one  night — one  night,  mark  you — 
to  act  the  fool.  After  that,  you  old  rascal,  I  must  curl 
my  tail  between  my  legs  and  run  for  my  life  out  of  India, 
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back  to  my  native  country,  a  laughing-stock  for  honest 
men." 

"  Oh,  Sahib,  thou  speakest  as  one  whom  the  gods  have 
bereft  of  all  power  of  common-sense.  Thou  must  not 
talk  so  foolishly." 

He  leaned  over  Philip's  couch,  and  in  commiserating 
tones  said,  "  Is  thy  pain  less  severe,  Sahib  ?  Wilt  thou 
have  hot  fomentations  ?  "  And  his  sunken  eyes  twinkled 
merrily. 

"  Get  away,  you  old  rogue,  or  there  will  be  another  crime 
added  to  the  already  lengthy  list."  And  he  aimed  a  blow 
at  the  old  Hindu,  who,  in  spite  of  his  great  age,  was 
wondrous  supple  and  agile. 

They  both  were  laughing. 

"  A  smile  is  better  than  too  much  sorrow  and  humility, 
Protector  of  the  Poor.  It  is  good  for  me  that  Siva  has 
sent  into  your  heart  affections  which  have  no  right  to  take 
up  their  abode  there.  It  is  well  for  me  that  the  gracious 
Mem-sahib  Dashwood's  fertile  brain  has  conceived  a  plan 
which  has  brought  thee,  my  brother,  to  the  bungalow  in 
the  jungle.  If  the  gods  frown  upon  thee,  Giver  of  Light 
and  Wisdom,  they  smile  upon  thy  humble  servant,  Mirza 
Singh.  It  is  the  way  of  the  world.  That  which  gives 
life  to  one  destroys  another.  But  thou  art  not  destroyed, 
beloved,  thou  who  art  my  brother  and  my  son,  thou  who 
art  dearer  to  me  and  more  to  be*desired  than  the  love  of 
woman,  thou  who  art  my  protector  and  to  whom  I  owe 
my  life." 

"  Mirza  Singh,  you,  who  are  an  honourable  gentleman, 
have  broken  your  promise  !  " 

Dane  spoke  sternly,*  with  eyes  fixed  condemningly 
upon  the  gaunt  old  !ace  with  its  kindly  but  shrewd 
eyes. 

"  Nay,  nay !  Mirza  Singh  breaks  no  promise.  His 
word  is  his  bond.  No  promise  can  break  the  flow  of 
gratitude  which  no  honest  man  has  the  power  to  hold  back. 
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I  but  speak  from  an  overflowing  heart,  Protector  of  the 
Poor  and  Aged." 

"  I  thought  we  had  finished  discussing  that  subject 
weeks  ago,  Mirza  Singh,  you  old  hypocrite.  Not  another 
word  or  I'll  fling  off  these  bandages  and  ride  back  into 
Bundapur  and  challenge  my  cousin  to  a  duel — in  which 
I'll  get  done  in,  as  he's  a  damned  good  shot,  let  me  tell 
you,  miles  better  than  I  am  !  " 

Mirza  Singh  chuckled  audibly. 

"  He  whose  aim  could  send  a  bullet  through  the  eye  of 
a  python,  the  reptile  that  was  slowly  crushing  to  death  this 
humble  follower  of  the  good  god  Siva,  has  little  to  fear 
from  other  men  who  use  the  gun  !  " 

"  Silence  !  You  ungrateful  old  humbug  !  Is  this  the 
way  you  would  make  men  brave,  by  sowing  the  seeds  of 
vanity  in  their  hearts,  by  constantly  referring  to  their 
simple  exploits  ?  A  mere  lad  fresh  from  school  could 
have  potted  the  reptile  easier  perhaps  than  I  did." 

He  paused,  and  his  eyes  held  a  challenge.  "  I  wanted 
a  python's  skin.  Will  that  take  the  conceit  out  of 
you  ?  " 

But  Mirza  Singh  paid  no  attention  to  the  challenge. 
He  was  happy,  for  he  successfully  changed  Dane's  thoughts  ; 
he  meant  to  keep  them  changed,  too,  so  he  squatted  upon 
the  mat  by  his  companion's  feet. 

"  In  an  hour's  time  we  will  send  the  lad  to  your  kinsman's 
bungalow  with  the  message  telling  of  your  accident.  The 
Dane  Sahib,  your  cousin,  will  be  there,  and  will  immediately 
proceed  hither ;  thou  must  play  the  r61e  of  an  injured 
man,  Sahib  Philip ;  for  I  have  much  to  tell,  much  that 
will  interest  you,  for  I,  Mirza  Singh,  would  solicit  the  aid 
of  the  Protector  of  the  Poor  and  Oppressed  in  a  cause  the 
integrity  of  which  I  have  full  belief.  When  he  hears  all 
he  will  acknowledge  and  will  give  unstintingly  his  aid  to 
thwart  those  who  would  deseciate  and  abuse  that  which 
is  held  sacred  by  the  people  of  this  country." 
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The  old  man  spoke  earnestly.  He  had  indeed  captured 
Phib'p  Dane's  interest  away  from  himself,  and  the  following 
conversation  ensued.  Mirza  Singh  spoke  of  Abdulla, 
the  wealthy  merchant  whose  shop  was  the  largest  in  the 
principal  bazaar  of  the  native  state  of  Nandapur  ;  he  spoke 
of  the  merchant's  unfavourable  reputation. 

"  And  his  son-in-law,  Chita  Chup,  if  anything,  is  a 
greater  rogue  than  himself,  which  is  saying  much,  Sahib." 

Mirza  Singh  hesitated. 

"  Go  on,  old  man  ;  I  am  listening.  Tell  me,  what  is  it 
you  would  have  me  do  ?  In  what  way  can  I  help  you,  for 
I  gather  it  is  my  help  you  want,  is  that  not  so  ?  " 

"  The  All-powerful  has  guessed  aright.  Have  no  fear, 
my  lord  Sahib,  the  justice  of  my  cause  will  appeal  to  one 
whom  I  have  known  but  a  short  time,  yet  who  in  that 
short  span  has  proved  his  worth  as  a  friend,  for  he  who 
can  go  out  of  his  way  to  protect  the  life  of  a  beggar  and 
share  his  food  and  shelter  with  one  who  has  no  money,  no 
home,  no  friends,  but  is  a  wanderer  depending  upon  the 
charity  of  the  passer-by,  is  one  who  will  not  hesitate  to 
render  help  where  it  is  so  desperately  needed." 

"  Get  on  with  your  yarn,  my  friend,  and  cut  out  all  this 
palaver,  if  you  are  assured  of  my  good- will  to  the  object 
you  seem  so  anxious  for  me  to  help  you  with.  Tell  your 
story,  and  don't  beat  about  the  bush.  Come,  get  it  off 
your  chest." 

"  Thou  wilt  forgive  me,  Sahib,  if  I  speak  disrespectfully 
of  one  of  thy  house,  or  hi  the  telling  of  my  story  my  reference 
to  that  one  is  not  what  one  would  call  pleasing  to  the  ear  ; 
for  with  thee,  my  brother,  I  unburden  my  soul  without 
restraint.  For  from  thee  I  hold  no  secret ;  thou  knoweth 
my  thoughts.  And  because  the  Dane  Sahib  is  thy  kinsfolk, 
and  because  he  is  foolish  and  has  unwittingly  committed 
himself  to  the  power  of  wolves  that  will  devour  him  so 
soon  as  he  is  no  longer  of  use  to  them,  I  would  save  him, 
for  he  is  of  thy  blood.  Therefore  I  would  have  thee  listen 
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to  the  story  I  will  unfold ;  I  would  have  your  help,  so 
that  we  may  together  save,  not  only  thy  kinsman  before 
it  is  too  late  to  save  him,  but  because  I,  as  a  true  Brahmin, 
would  protect  that  which  the  Brahmins  hold  sacred.  And 
because  of  the  love  thou  hast  for  this  humble  follower  of 
an  ancient  faith  thou  wilt  see  that  no  sacrilege  is 
done  unto  that  which  they,  the  Brahmins,  deem 
sacred." 

"  Who  am  I  that  I  should  throw  a  stone  at  my  brother, 
Mirza  Singh  ?  My  cousin  and  I  have  never  agreed.  He 
hates  me,  and  I  have  no  affection  for  him.  Perhaps  we 
do  not  understand  one  another.  Shall  we  leave  it  at 
that  ?  " 

He  paused,  but  Mirza  Singh's  gaze  did  not  falter.  His 
sunken  eyes  compelled  Philip  to  continue. 

"  But  if  I  can  help  him  to  get  out  of  a  scrape,  I  am 
willing  to  do  so.  And  as  for  you,  you  old  humbug, 
give  me  your  hand ;  here's  mine  upon  it.  Yours  to 
command." 

Their  hands  met.  The  younger  man's  grip  was  full 
of  the  vigour  of  youth ;  the  old  man's  bony  hand 
clung  affectionately  and  did  not  leave  go  for  some 
seconds. 

"  Will  that  satisfy  you,  or  do  you  want  a  signed  agree- 
ment ?  "  Dane  twitted  the  old  man  good-naturedly. 

Mirza  Singh  shook  his  hand  reassuringly.  "  I  did  not 
require  your  hand  to  confirm  your  consent,  Sahib,  my 
brother.  Your  eyes  are  sufficient  for  the  old  beggar  to 
read  the  message  of  your  soul." 

"  But  time  passes,  and  the  compound  will  soon  be  filled 
with  horses  and  the  verandah  with  their  riders,  and  our 
peace  disturbed  for  some  hours.  I  will  proceed. 

"  Thou  hast  heard  no  doubt,  Sahib,  of  the  fable  of  the 
Brahmin,  the  tiger,  the  fox,  and  the  almond-tree  ?  " 

Dane  shook  his  head. 

"  I  know  of  no  Indian  fables  ;  I  have  always  had  a  wish 
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to  hear  one.    They  are,  I  believe,  noted  for  their  quaintness ; 
so  characteristic  of  the  people  who  composed  them.     But 
what  Indian  fable  has  to  do  with  my  illustrious  cousin 
I  fail  to  conceive." 
Mirza  Singh  ignored  the  remark  and  continued. 


PK 


CHAPTER  XVII 

"  THE  fable  of  the  holy  Brahmin,  the  trapped  tiger,  and 
the  sagacious  fox  is  an  ancient  fable.  I  can  give  you  no 
information  as  regards  its  origin.  All  I  can  tell  you  is 
that  it  is  many  centuries  old,  some  say  of  Persian  origin ; 
let  that  be  as  it  may,  it  is  known  to  all  Hindus  as  a  house- 
hold proverb.  All  castes  quote  it  and  hold  with  awe  and 
reverence  the  lesson  it  teaches,  from  the  holy  Brahmins 
to  the  royal  Kshatriyas,  the  Rajahs,  from  the  honest 
Vaisya  caste  to  the  humble  Surdas.  It  is  as  follows ; 
but  first  I  must  tell  you  the  reason  why  I  quote  this  proverb ; 
it  is  because  the  characters  in  whom  we  shall  be  interested 
in  the  near  future  are  similar  to  those  in  the  fable.  The 
holy  Brahmin  shall  represent  your  kinsman,  Abdulla  and 
his  son-in-law,  the  wily  Chita  Chup,  the  wounded  tiger,  and 
their  associates,  the  sly,  sagacious  fox." 

Dane  was  at  once  puzzled  over  the  similes ;  but  he  held 
his  tongue,  for  he  knew  it  was  of  no  use  to  interrupt  or  try 
to  hasten  the  narrator. 

"  A  holy  Brahmin  while  reciting  sacred  slokas  walked, 
as  was  his  wont,  down  a  certain  jungle  path.  Near  this 
path  some  jungle  dwellers  had  set  a  trap  for  a  tiger  who 
had  been  seen  prowling  in  the  neighbourhood.  The 
villagers  were  afraid,  Sahib,  that  the  beast  might  prove 
to  be  a  notorious  man-eater  that  had  persecuted  a  neigh- 
bouring village  for  some  weeks  by  carrying  off  the  solitary 
workers  in  the  open  ploughland. 

"  It  happened  this  morning  that  as  the  Brahmin  pursued 
his  customary  task,  that  of  reciting  his  slokas  aloud  as  he 
walked,  his  devotions  were  interrupted  by  a  voice  crying 
for  help. 

Ml 
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"  '  O  divine  Siva,  send  help  to  thy  servant,  for  as  the 
faithful  Hindus  worship  thee,  so  also  do  I  who  am  but  a 
beast  of  the  jungle.  Help  !  0  mighty  one,  in  the  name 
of  the  sacred  Hanouman,  the  animal  god.' 

"  The  good  Brahmin  at  once  hurried  to  the  spot  from 
whence  proceeded  the  cry  for  help.  And  there  he  beheld  a 
chita,  a  leopard,  held  fast  in  the  trap.  Upon  perceiving 
the  Brahmin,  the  chita  cried  again  : 

"  '  Help  me,  O  thou  devout  one,  for  I  am  also  a  devout 
follower  of  the  mighty  Siva.  I  have  fallen  into  the  trap 
prepared  for  anofher,  a  devourer  of  human  flesh,  while 
I  am  clean,  for  my  stomach  is  sufficed  by  the  flesh  of  a  kid. 
Help  me  to  escape  from  their  trap  and  I  promise  thee  that 
my  influence  for  good  will  be  felt  by  all  the  beasts  of  this 
jungle,  and  the  man-eater,  whom  the  simple  villagers  fear, 
will  be  driven  forth  from  this  district,  and  his  striped  body 
shall  be  seen  no  more  among  you.' 

"  The  Brahmin  at  once  set  to  work  to  release  the  leopard, 
and,  after  working  for  some  hours  at  the  strong  rope  which 
held  the  beast,  at  last  succeeded  in  freeing  him. 

"  Immediately  the  leopard  was  freed,  the  spots  on  the 
animal's  skin  to  the  holy  Brahmin's  surprise,  gradually 
began  to  turn  into  stripes,  and  he  saw,  to  his  amazement 
that,  instead  of  releasing  an  almost  harmless  chita,  he  had 
exposed  himself  to  the  angry  jaws  of  a  tiger — and  a  man- 
eater  at  that.  Immediately  he  was  free  the  man-eater 
fell  upon  the  holy  Brahmin,  and  was  about  to  devour  him 
when  the  Brahmin,  realising  his  danger,  cried  in  a  loud 
voice  : 

'  Is  this  your  gratitude,  thou  vile  one  ?  When  the 
ropes  encircled  thee  and  thou  wast  powerless,  thou  didst 
call  upon  my  gods  and  upon  the  sacred  Hanouman,  the 
god  of  the  beasts  ;  both  gods  heard  your  voice  and  sent  me, 
their  servant,  to  your  rescue.  Is  it  thus  thou  wouldst 
return  evil  for  good  ?  ' 

"  '  Every  man  for  himself,  holy  Brahmin.     I  have  shown 
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much  wisdom.  I  was  overtaken  by  misfortune  and  fell 
into  the  trap.  I  was  hungry  for  having  fasted  all  night 
and  found  nothing.  My  belly  gave  me  no  peace.  I  heard 
thee  repeating  the  sacred  slokas.  "  Here  is  one,"  I  said 
to  myself,  "  who  will  be  ready  to  lend  his  aid  in  releasing 
a  prisoner."  And  when  thou  didst  come  to  my  call  for 
help  I  saw  that  thou  wast  comely  and  well  fed.  "  And  here 
again,"  thought  I,  "  the  gods  have  heard  my  prayers  and 
sent  me  a  Brahmin  stout  of  body,  for,  O  my  lord,  I  am 
hungry." 

"  '  Stay,  noble  beast,  I  would  entreat  'thee  to  give  me  a 
short  space  of  time  in  which  I  can  make  my  peace  with 
my  brethren,  with  my  gods,  and  the  world  in  general. 
At  the  same  time,  I  would  have  other  advice  as  to  the  part 
the  gods  have  taken  in  thy  perfidious  designs.  A  good 
supper  is  worth  a  good  argument ;  let  us  sit  down  and 
argue  the  point,  and,  if  thou  canst  prove  that  the  gods  have 
succoured  thee,  and  not  the  stupidity  of  a  foolish  Brahmin 
such  as  I,  I  will  gladly  give  my  body  to  supply  thy  feast.' 

"  The  tiger  grumbled  and  murmured  under  his  breath 
about  the  perfidy  of  all  religious  folk  and  Brahmins  in 
general,  when  a  voice  close  by  was  heard  speaking  in  soft, 
flattering  tones. 

"  '  When  such  noble  folk  as  Brahmins  and  royal  tigers 
sit  by  the  roadside  arguing  like  common  folk,  it  is  for  the 
education  of  such  a  simple  creature  as  I,  to  come  and 
listen,  so  that  I  might  pick  up  the  pearls  of  wisdom  which 
fall  from  such  pious  lips,  and  store  them  in  my  mind  for 
future  occasion,  when  I  too  may  come  to  argue  with  so 
distinguished  a  personage  as  a  holy  Brahmin  and  a  royal 
tiger.' 

"  The  tiger  was  flattered  at  being  called  royal,  and  forgot 
for  the  moment  his  hungry  stomach.  The  Brahmin  was 
so  flattered  by  being  classed  as  holy  and  wise  that  he  for 
the  moment  forgot  his  danger.  The  fox,  meanwhile,  was 
suffering  from  the  same  pangs  of  hunger  as  the  tiger. 
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'  Come/  he  said,  '  to  the  wise  almond-tree.  It 
grows  in  the  centre  of  the  jungle,  and  I  alone  of  all  the 
beasts  in  this  jungle  know  a  path  which  leads  one  directly 
to  it.'  " 

"  Both  the  tiger  and  the  Brahmin  consented,  and  the 
strange  trio  set  off  together,  the  fox  leading  them.  As 
they  proceeded  the  wily  animal  kept  the  Brahmin's  and 
the  tiger's  attention  engaged  with  stories  relating  to  the 
great  wisdom  which  the  almond-tree  was  supposed  to 
possess.  So  interested  were  they,  that,  without  them 
being  aware  of  it,  the  fox  had  led  them  into  the  centre  of 
a  patch  of  jungle  in  which  beaters  were  about  to  beat  for 
a  lord  Sahib's  shoot.  When  it  was  too  late,  Sahib,  they 
realised  their  danger,  for  so  skilfully  had  the  fox  led  them 
that  the  tiger  was  swiftly  driven  on  to  the  lord  Sahib's 
gun  and  perished,  while  the  unfortunate  Brahmin,  in 
attempting  to  get  out  of  the  way  of  the  firing,  was  severely 
wounded,  in  fact,  nearly  killed." 

"  And  the  fox  ?  "  interrupted  Dane. 

"  Half  an  hour  later  the  fox  was  licking  his  chops  after 
a  hearty  meal  on  the  dead  tiger's  offal." 

Both  men  were  silent.  Then  Mirza  Singh  continued 
speaking. 

"  With  the  knowledge  the  Dane  Sahib  has  of  the  wicked, 
cheating  ways  of  Abdulla,  the  jewels,  and  of  his  son, 
Chita  Chup,  he  ought  to  have  ruthlessly  destroyed  them  ; 
he  has  not  done  so,  but  has  helped  to  free  them  from 
suspicion.  They  in  their  turn  will,  out  of  gratitude, 
destroy  him,  because  of  the  knowledge  he  has  obtained 
regarding  them.  The  wily  fox,  their  associates,  will  have 
a  hand  in  destroying  all  three  if  possible,  Sahib." 

"  Do  you  mean  to  insinuate  that  my  cousin,  Eric  Dane, 
is  an  associate  of  a  bazaar  merchant,  and  an  unscrupulous 
one  at  that  ?  You  must  have  strong  reasons  for  making 
such  a  statement,  Mirza  Singh." 

"  I  have  two  very  strong  reasons  for  making  the  statement, 
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All-powerful  One.  One,  is  because  my  affection  and 
gratitude  to  you,  is  such  that  I  would  do  all  that  lies  in  my 
power  to  help  you  to  keep  your  name  from  being  dragged 
through  the  dust  of  a  Hindu  scandal  of  the  worst  type. 
Secondly,  because  I  am  a  true  Brahmin  and  have  my 
country's  welfare  at  heart ;  I  reverence  her  gods  and  wish 
to  keep  sacred  her  holy  temples  and  the  abode  of  her 
gods."  But  Dane  interrupted  him. 

"  You  are  trying"  my  patience,  old  friend  ;  get  on  with 
your  grievance.  As  for  my  name,  it  has  already  been 
dragged  in  the  dust ;  in  all  laws  of  nature  it  will  be  put 
through  the  same  degrading  piocess — dragged  in  dust 
again  ;  and  those  who  cherish  it  as  a  sacred  thing  are  help- 
less to  prevent  nature  taking  her  course.  But  your 
grievances — tell  me  them,  and,  as  far  as  it  lies  in  my 
power,  you  have  my  help.  It  is  good  of  you  to  wish  to 
save  my  name  from  further  desecration,  though,  Mirza 
Singh  ;  but  I  tell  you  it  is  an  impossible  task,  and  you  may 
well  keep  your  energies  for  righting  your  own  wrongs.  I 
am  not  ungrateful,  I  assure  you ;  but  it  is  of  no  use  one 
driving  one's  head  against  a  brick  wall.  The  fiat  has 
gone  forth,  and  it  is  useless  for  man  to  imagine  that  by 
his  intervention  he  can  right  matters." 

Dane  placed  his  hand  upon  the  old  man's  shoulder,  who 
squatted  upon  the  gaily-coloured  mat  at  his  feet. 

"  Come,  get  it  off  your  chest.  What  is  it  that  has  upset 
your  equilibrium  to  such  an  extent  as  to  make  you  so 
bitter  and  so  full  of  revengeful  thoughts  ?  " 

"  Sahib,  between  Abdulla,  the  merchant,  and  his  son- 
in-law,  Chita  Chup,  and  the  Sahib  Eric  Dane,  is  a  great 
scheme  formed.  A  scheme,  Sahib,  to  rob  the  all-powerful 
goddess,  the  Red  Kali,  she  who  has  power  over  disease 
and  destruction.  She  who  can  exercise  her  power  and 
bring  disease  and  destruction  upon  those  who  offend  her." 

Mirza  Singh  touched  his  forehead  with  both  hands  and 
bowed  reverently,  muttering  beneath  his  breath :  "  Glory 
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to  the  goddess  of  death,  daughter  of  the  sacred  Ganges." 

There  was  a  pause  of  a  few  minutes'  silence. 

"  Listen,  Sahib,"  he  continued,  "  when  Gannesha,  the 
god  of  good  fortune  and  happiness,  departed  for  a  brief 
space  of  time  from  the  path  of  contentment  and  allowed 
his  heart  to  be  filled  with  envy,  because  he  had  observed 
that  the  crown  of  the  all-powerful  Kali  was  studded  with 
the  precious  stones  of  the  earth,  Gannesha  wished  the 
jewels.  Tagdis  heard  the  god's  appeal,  and  listened 
favourably ;  so  gave  into  Gannesha's  keeping  the  jewels 
the  possession  of  which  brings,  or  is  supposed  to  bring, 
happiness  to  all.  Crystals  of  sparkling  purity,  opals  of 
fire,  and  rubies  of  blood.  But  because  the  human  heart 
so  often  is  lacking  in  the  virtue  named  gratitude  the 
jewels,  which  Gannesha  was  prepared  to  present  to  them, 
no  sooner  reached  the  god's  hand  than  they  melted  from 
sight — the  crystals  turning  to  water,  the  opals  to  powder, 
and  the  rubies  to  blood.  Gannesha's  sorrow  was  great, 
for  the  good  god  wished  to  bestow  upon  his  faithful  people 
the  riches  of  the  earth,  but  their  ingratitude  prevented 
this. 

"  Tagdis  did  not  give  all  the  jewels  into  Gannesha's  keep- 
ing, for  the  greater  part  still  hung  adorning  the  brow  of 
the  all-powerful  Kali.  So  the  jewels  of  the  earth  were 
not  all  lost. 

"  Now,  Sahib,  so  that  the  remaining  jewels  should  be 
kept  from  destruction,  the  gods  of  the  earth  entered  the 
heart  of  a  good  and  wise  king,  Attar  Singh,  and  they  sent 
him  to  build  a  city  in  the  heart  of  the  terrible  Tera'i.  In 
this  city  he  was  to  build  a  temple  to  the  sacred  goddess, 
and  in  the  temple  the  goddess  herself  resided.  On  her 
brow  were  the  jewels — crystals,  opals,  and  rubies.  Of 
so  great  value  were  they  that  not  even  the  ransom  of  a 
king  would  be  vast  enough  to  buy  them. 

"  The  king,  Attar  Singh,  did  that  which  the  god  wished. 
He  built  the  city  and  a  wonderful  temple  in  which  the 
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all-powerful  god  Kali  sat,  commanding  the  world  from  her 
throne  of  black  ivory.  In  her  forehead  sparkled  the 
jewels.  And  because  of  the  temple  and  because  of  the 
goddess  and  because  of  her  jewels,  they  name  the  city 
'  The  City  of  Kali's  Jewels.' 

"  Now  the  gods  who  had  laid  the  vow  upon  Attar 
Singh,  the  king,  to  build  the  city  in  the  heart  of  the  terrible 
Terai  were  wise,  and  this  way  lay  the  proof  of  their 
wisdom.  For,  even  though  the  walls  of  the  City  of  Kali's 
Jewels  were  high  and  thought  well-nigh  impregnable 
against  the  invasion  of  man,  yet  it  might  happen  that  a 
mightier  than  Attar  Singh  might  come,  with  a  great 
force  of  men  with  cannon  and  implements  of  war,  and 
lay  siege  to  the  city  and  destroy  its  inhabitants,  and  thus 
lay  the  mighty  goddess  open  to  the  desecrating  hand  of 
the  rude  conquerors. 

"  No,  the  gods  had  thought  of  a  deadlier  weapon  than 
the  destructive  steel  and  gunpowder  of  man's  ingenuity  to 
make  the  City  of  Kali's  Jewels  a  safe  resting-place  for  the 
goddess.  The  deadly  poisonous  atmosphere  of  the  TeYai 
marshes  was  more  to  be  feared  than  the  power  of  man, 
and  to  get  to  the  city  man  had  to  pass  thiough  miles  of 
this  fever-infested  zone. 

"  For  years,  Sahib,  the  city  flourished  without  connec- 
tion with  the  outer  world,  for  Attar  Singh  drained  the 
immediate  surrounding  country,  and  turned  the  wilder- 
ness into  fertile  land  whereon  his  herds  found  pasturage 
and  mighty  crops  yearly  yielded  sufficient  for  the  use  of 
the  inhabitants  of  the  city. 

"  Then  evil  days  befell  the  city.  Attar  Singh  died,  and 
another  ruled  who  made  no  obeisance  to  the  good  god- 
dess, so  destruction  fell  upon  the  city,  and  hei  inhabitants 
fled  from  her  bazaars  and  palaces,  and  the  city  was  given 
ovei  to  desolation  and  ruin. 

"  But  the  goddess  of  death  and  mother  of  the  sacred 
Ganges  remained  to  keep  watch  over  the  ruined  city  and 
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to  guard  her  jewels,  for  the  people,  in  their  haste  to  depart 
from  the  doomed  place,  forgot  the  jewels  and  forgot  the 
All-powerful  One.  And  so  great  was  her  hatied  and 
vengeance  for  these  faithless  ones  that  she,  the  mother 
of  her  people,  has  set  a  curse  upon  the  city,  so  that  no  man 
dare  pass  through  her  ruined  gateways  or  set  foot  within 
her  wall. 

"  Sahib,  it  came  to  pass  that  a  plot  had  been  entered 
upon  by  a  band  of  unscrupulous  men,  to  rob  the  goddess 
of  her  treasure. 

"  To  discover  if  my  informant  was  speaking  the  truth 
and  not  repeating  some  foolish  bazaar  gossip,  I  journeyed 
by  day  and  night,  taking  little  or  no  rest  by  the  way,  till 
I  came  to  the  jungle  village,  where  he  of  the  long  ears  had 
told  me  were  gathered  together  those  who  were  in  the 
pay  of  these  scoundrels  who  would  rob  the  goddess  of  her 
jewels.  I  knew  how  to  entice  these  rascals  to  my  side. 
And  once  I  had  discovered  who  they  were,  it  was  child's 
play  to  discover  the  identity  of  their  masters. 

"  They  came  like  suckling  babes  about  my  fire  and 
listened  with  ears  and  mouths  opened  wide,  to  my  story 
of  the  city  of  Kali's  Jewels,  how  it  came  to  be  built  and 
how  it  was  destroyed.  There  was  one  fool  whose  nephew 
had  heard  the  warning  bell  ringing  in  the  tower  which 
stands  at  the  top  of  the  valley ;  it  rings,  Sahib,  with  the 
rising  of  the  waters.  Attar  Singh  placed  the  bell  in  the 
tower  to  warn  the  people  in  the  city  that  with  the  tolling  of 
the  bell  the  city  was  doomed,  and  they  must  fly  for  their 
lives,  for  the  floods  would  cut  off  their  only  road  to  safety. 

"  I  saw  immediately,  that  one  rogue,  who  squatted  in 
the  circle  about  my  fire  had  taken  note  of  this  story,  and 
would  set  his  brains  to  work  to  find  out  in  which  direction 
lay  the  ruined  city.  His  name  was  Pooran,  a  grass-cutter 
for  the  Sahib's  ponies,  so  he  said.  I  know  better.  He  is 
a  servant  of  Abdulla,  a  low  rascal  of  no  caste. 

"  Another,  whom  I  discovered  later,  was  Chita  Chup, 
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who  offered  to  share  with  me  the  jewels  if  I  would  guide 
him  to  the  city. 

"  I  smiled  and  allowed  him  to  believe  the  bait  was 
accepted — I  had  swallowed  it  whole."  Mirza  Singh 
chuckled.  "  Yes,  I  will  lead  him  to  the  City  of  Kali's 
Jewels,  and  to  his  death  also." 

The  shrunken  eyes  flashed,  and  Dane  saw  the  bony 
fingers  clench  until  the  bones  stood  out  white  through  his 
dark  skin. 

"  Your  story  is  full  of  mystery,  and  sounds  almost 
incredible.  Do  you  mean  to  tell  me  that  there  is  a  ruined 
city  in  the  forest  of  the  Terai,  and  that  in  this  city  there 
are  jewels,  priceless  jewels,  to  be  had  for  the  asking  ?  No 
wonder  there  are  men  plotting  and  planning  to  rob  the 
goddess.  No  wonder  they  are  keen  to  find  out  where  in 
that  vast  forest  the  ruined  city  lies."  Dane  was  silent 
for  a  few  minutes  and  then  he  went  on.  "  I  don't  blame 
them.  I'd  like  to  go  myself  and  try  my  luck,  not  that  I 
wish  for  the  treasures  you  say  are  there,  but  the  adventure 
appeals  to  me." 

"  Sahib,"  the  old  man's  expression  lightened,  his  eyes 
shone  with  pleasure,  "  I  chose  thee  because  I  knew  the 
treasure  was  of  no  account  to  thee.  To  thee  they  are  the 
jewels  which  adorn  the  brow  of  the  Red  Goddess  and,  as 
such,  they  are  hers.  But  the  adventure  is  thine  and  mine, 
eh,  Sahib  ?  " 

Dane  nodded  his  head.  He  was  delighted  with  the  old 
man's  enthusiasm. 

"  Sahib,  my  brother,  the  plot  is  this ;  for  I  have 
discovered  all.  The  Dane  Sahib,  your  kinsman,  is  in  the 
power  of  Abdulla,  the  merchant  of  the  principal  bazaar 
in  Nandapur ;  this  merchant  has  forced  thy  kinsman  to 
accompany  his  son-in-law,  Chita  Chup,  to  the  Terai  so 
soon  as  the  rainy  season  ceases,  and  before  the  floods  have 
time  to  flow  down  from  the  hills  to  swell  the  marshes  of 
that  deadly  forest. 
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"  Thy  kinsman  will  give  out  that  he  is  going  on  a 
shooting-expedition ;  thou,  Dane  Sahib,  shall  offer  to 
accompany  him.  When  Abdulla  hears  this  he  will  be 
angry,  and  shall  say  that  thou  shalt  not  accompany  his 
son-in-law  and  the  Dane  Eric  Sahib,  but  I,  who  am  to  act 
as  guide  in  the  expedition,  shall  say  that  thou  shalt 
accompany  us,  and  my  word  will  prevail,  for  I  shall  say 
thou  art  willing  to  provide  money  for  this  expedition. 
This  will  appeal  to  Abdulla,  who  loves  his  rupees  before 
his  gods.  And  so,  to  doubly  assure  him  and  get  more 
into  his  confidence,  I  shall  say  thou  wilt  quickly  fall  a 
victim  to  fever  ;  so  if  thou  doth  learn  the  true  mission  of 
the  expedition,  what  matters,  for  '  dead  men  tell  no  tales.'  ' 

"  Cheerful,  I  must  say,"  Dane  ventured  to  remark. 

"  Sahib,  my  brother,  I,  Mirza  Singh,  who  doth  love  thee 
as  father,  mother  and  children,  will  expose  thee  to  no  evil. 
I  know  the  Terai,  I  know  its  network  of  paths.  I  know 
where  they  commence  and  where  they  end.  I  know  those 
which  lead  through  the  deadly  swamps  and  those  which 
run  on  higher  ground.  I  have  stood  on  a  hillock  and  viewed 
the  ruined  city.  I  have  even  ventured  beneath  her  arched 
gateway  and  set  foot  within  her  deserted  bazaars.  I  have 
gazed  upon  her  ruined  palaces  and  done  obeisance  to  her 
goddess,  the  Red  Kali.  I  have  seen  with  my  old  eyes  the 
sparkling  jewels  adorning  the  All-powerful  One's  brow.  I 
have  eaten  the  fruit  of  her  deserted  orchards.  I  have 
slept  upon  the  steps  leading  up  to  the  foot  of  Kali's  throne. 
And  thou  shalt  see,  Sahib,  I  am  alive  !  " 

"  Very  much  so,  old  friend."  Dane  altered  his  position 
on  the  couch  so  that  he  could  look  moie  fully  into  the  eager 
old  face  before  him.  "  But  your  attitude  puzzles  me.  In 
one  breath  you  tell  me  that  you  wish  to  protect  the  goddess 
from  the  thieving  vandalism  of  these  fortune-hunters, 
and  in  another  you  inform  me  that  you  are  to  act  as  their 
guide,  to  lead  them  to  the  goal  they  desire." 

Mirza  Singh  shook  his  head. 
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"  Thou  art  ever  impulsive,  my  lord  Sahib,  and  dull- 
headed  too."  The  latter  remark  was  made  with  an 
apologetic  grin.  "  If  I  do  not  act  as  guide,  others  will, 
for  the  secret  is  no  longer  in  my  keeping.  Abdulla  the 
merchant  has  active  servants.  If  that  fool  Kara  Bader, 
the  lame  shikari,  had  kept  his  tongue  still  and  not  told 
the  story  of  his  nephew  hearing  the  warning  bell  in  the 
jungle,  all  would  have  been  well."  He  leaned  forward 
and  placed  his  hand  upon  Dane's  knee  ;  he  lowered  his 
voice  to  a  whisper,  while  his  sunken  eyes  shot  a  swift 
glance  about  them.  "  The  fools  will  reach  the  city  of 
Kali's  Jewels,  Sahib  ;  perhaps  they  may  be  permitted  to 
pass  beneath  the  ruined  archway  and  traverse  the  grass- 
grown  streets  ;  but  the  jewels  shall  remain  in  Kali's  brow, 
where  they  were  placed  by  those  who  worshipped  her,  and 
who  gave  unto  her  keeping  the  most  flawless  gems  the 
earth  yielded,  so  many  centuries  ago." 

"  And  in  the  meantime  ?  "  Dane  longed  to  question 
Mirza  Singh  further.  How  was  he,  this  feeble  old  man, 
going  to  thwart  the  avaricious  designs  of  these  unscrupulous 
adventurers  ? 

"  In  the  meantime,  Sahib,  thou  must  act  warily.  Thou 
must  enter  whole-heartedly  into  the  prospects  of  a  good 
hunting-expedition  in  the  Terai.  I  can  promise  thee  that, 
Sahib,  for  game  abounds,  big  game  at  that ;  but  on 
no  account  must  thou  show  any  knowledge  of  the 
disadvantages,  the  danger  of  an  expedition  into  that 
terrible  region." 

"  I  will  do  as  you  wish.  I  am  not  to  let  on,  I  suppose, 
that  you  have  already  let  me  into  your  confidence  with 
regard  to  it  being  merely  a  hunting-expedition  ?  " 

"  No,  not  even  that.  Thy  kinsman,  the  Dane  Sahib, 
will  ask  thee  and  thou  must  appear  ignorant  but  over- 
joyed at  the  prospect  of  a  big-game  shoot.  Thou 
understandest  ?  " 

"  Yes."    Dane's  mind  was  occupied  with  his  cousin  and 
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his  cousin's  connection  with  people  of  questionable 
character  and  occupation.  He  felt  his  anger  and  disgust 
rising  within  him  like  an  overwhelming  flood  against  the 
man  who  was  thus  deliberately  wrecking  the  happiness  of 
the  woman  whom  he,  Philip  Dane,  loved. 

He  knew  his  utter  powerlessness  to  intervene,  to  avert 
the  ruin  which  he  knew  must  inevitably  follow  upon  his 
cousin's  wrongdoing. 

Pride  of  birth,  jealousy  for  the  good  name  of  that  branch 
of  the  family  which  Eric  Dane  represented,  sank  into 
insignificance  before  the  thought  of  the  terrible  suffering, 
the  ignominy  and  shame  to  which  Eric's  conduct  would 
expose  his  wife. 

He  cursed  his  luck  ;  his  hands  were  tied.  If  he  deliber- 
ately broke  his  word  to  Mirza  Singh  and  exposed  Abdulla 
and  his  gang,  what  hold  had  the  rascal  over  Eric  ?  Mirza 
Singh  had  said  he  did  not  know.  He  prayed  in  his  heart 
that  the  name  of  Dane  would  cease  to  be  a  name,  that  both 
he  and  Eric  would  fall  victims  to  the  poisonous  atmosphere 
of  the  terrible  Te'rai — and  Nancy  be  free  ! 


CHAPTER  XVIII 

THE  news  of  Philip  Dane's  accident  was  received  in 
Bundapur  without  much  comment ;  a  sprained  ankle  was 
of  little,  or  no  account,  with  men  who  played  polo  when- 
ever the  weather  permitted,  who  rode  constantly  and 
who  were  sportsmen. 

Eric  Dane  had  returned  home  from  Nandapur  earlier 
than  was  his  wont.  He  and  Fenella  were  exchanging  notes 
as  regards  The  Flower  of  Persia,  and  for  once  were  prepared 
to  be  agreeable  to  one  another,  for  which  Nancy  was 
heartily  thankful. 

Eric  had  risen  from  his  seat,  had  crossed  the  verandah 
and  was  looking  towards  the  compound  gates  when  the 
figure  of  the  lad,  whom  Mirza  Singh  had  sent  with  the 
message  apprising  Dane  of  his  cousin's  supposed  accident, 
came  in  view. 

The  lad  hung  about  the  entrance  for  a  few  seconds,  as 
if  uncertain  as  to  the  compound  being  the  one  he  was  in 
search  of. 

Dane  called  to  him.  He  came  hesitatingly,  slinking  along 
as  much  as  he  could  in  the  shadow  of  the  overhanging 
shrubs. 

"  What  do  you  want,  hanging  about  the  compound 
gates  ?  "  the  former  asked  roughly,  in  Hindustani.  "  If 
you  have  a  chit  to  deliver,  deliver  it  at  once  and  clear 
out." 

The  tone  of  voice  did  not  encourage  the  lad  to  hasten 
his  steps,  but  rather  caused  him  to  hang  back,  as  if  in  fear 
of  a  warm  reception  if  he  ventured  closer.  Motee,  at 
that  moment,  brought  fresh  tea. 

"  Here,  Motee,  see  what  that  youngster  wants." 
238 
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Motee  salaamed  and  obeyed  his  master's  command. 
The  lad  gave  him  the  chit,  and  took  to  his  heels,  disappear- 
ing through  the  compound  gates  like  a  flash  of  lightning. 

Fenella  laughed  heartily. 

"  I  wish  I  could  show  a  pair  of  heels  as  quickly  as  that 
youngster  can  ;  it  would  be  useful  at  times." 

Dane  told  her,  as  he  opened  the  note,  that  his  imagina- 
tion assured  him  she  could  easily  outdo  the  boy  in  dexterity 
and  speed. 

"  Your  imagination  is  elastic  and  elusive,"  she  replied 
pertly.  "  I  do  not  trust  it  overmuch." 

But  he  had  opened  the  note  and  was  perusing  its  contents. 

"  Philip  has  had  an  accident — been  thrown  from  his 
horse ;  nothing  serious.  A  sprained  ankle,  which  will 
necessitate  his  remaining  where  he  is  for  a  few  days.  Very 
good  quarters  too.  Dash  wood's  bungalow  in  the  jungle 
off  the  old  Bera  road." 

He  tossed  the  note  upon  the  table  and  lighted  a  cigarette. 

"  An  accident  ?  Philip  hurt  ?  "  The  words  left  his 
wife's  lips  unconsciously.  She  had  risen  instantly  to  her 
feet  and  had  advanced  one  step  in  the  direction  of  where 
her  husband  stood,  with  his  back  to  the  light,  smoking. 
In  her  agitation  at  the  news,  she  had  not  heard  the  con- 
cluding sentences.  All  she  had  been  conscious  of  was  that 
Philip  had  met  with  an  accident — had  been  thrown  from 
his  horse.  Her  senses  were  suddenly  numbed  under  the 
shock.  Her  only  feeling  for  the  moment  was  an  intense 
anger  against  her  husband,  who  could  stand  so  nonchalantly 
confronting  her,  smoking  placidly,  while  Philip  lay,  perhaps 
dying  by  the  roadside  (her  imagination  made  the  accident 
assume  gigantic  proportions),  or  perhaps  was  dead  already. 
Her  face  had  gone  deadly  white.  She  was  unconscious 
of  Fenella's  astonished  gaze  and  of  her  husband's  quiet 
scrutiny  of  herself. 

"  Yes,"  he  replied  at  length,  "  twisted  his  ankle  ;  nothing 
to  put  yourself  out  about,  a  common  occurrence ;  he  fell 
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awkwardly  I  suppose.  He  never  was  a  good  horseman." 
There  was  a  slight  tinge  of  sarcasm  in  his  tones,  otherwise 
he  was  his  usual  suave  self.  Fenella  hated  him,  but  her 
attention  was  principally  focused  upon  her  friend.  What 
was  the  matter  with  Nancy  ?  Why  had  she  been  so  pre- 
occupied all  afternoon,  and  why  act  so  strangely  just 
because  Philip  had  been  thrown  and  had  received  a  sprained 
ankle  in  so  doing?  Fenella  had  her  own  feelings  with 
regard  to  Philip  Dane.  She  liked  him  intensely ;  her 
emotions  had  a  tendency  toward  becoming  something 
stronger  than  that  of  mere  friendship.  In  fact,  she  was 
perfectly  willing  to  fall  in  love  with  him  right  away,  with 
the  slightest  encouragement  on  Philip's  part.  But  Philip 
was,  in  all  cases,  sadly  lacking  in  discernment,  either  in 
people's  affections  or  otherwise.  He  admired  Fenella, 
and  her  ready  wit  amused  him.  She  was  clever  too,  and 
acted  well ;  he  had  therefore  found  her  a  most  congenial 
acquaintance,  but  he  did  not  place  her  on  the  same  footing 
with  Nina  Dashwood,  nor  had  he  any  desire  to  become  more 
closely  acquainted  with  her. 

For  Guy  Hunger-ford's  sake  he  was  interested  in  her, 
and  worked  hard  with  her  and  for  her,  to  make  the  former's 
little  drama  a  success. 

But  still  Fenella  cherished  her  hopes,  for  she  studied 
carefully  Philip's  manner  towards  the  other  women  in  the 
Station.  Bundapur  boasted  many  very  pretty  women, 
several  unmarried ;  to  all  he  was  courteous  and  agreeable, 
but  nothing  else ;  at  least  she  could  detect  nothing  that 
could  give  her  uneasiness  in  the  way  he  conducted  himself 
in  their  company.  Even  to  hint  at  a  flirtation  was  to 
hint  at  something  which  fell  very  wide  of  the  mark.  No, 
she  had  seen  nothing  to  justify  any  suspicion  on  that 
subject.  She  watched  carefully  and  well,  and  his  utter 
indifference  to  the  charms  so  temptingly  displayed  before 
him  rewarded  her  vigilance. 

Now,  as  she  watched  her  friend  Nancy  Dane's  expression 
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as  she  stood  listening  to  her  husband's  words,  she  was 
filled  with  utter  bewilderment.  She  wished  Eric  would 
go  away  and  leave  them  together.  She  felt  something 
was  wrong,  in  fact,  everything  was  wrong.  She  wished 
Nancy  would  speak  ;  she  felt  Dane  was  taking  a  mean 
advantage  of  his  wife's  silence. 

"  Poor  old  Phil."  Fenella  found  herself  forcing  herself 
to  say  something,  to  break  the  nerve-wracking  silence. 
"  I  hope  he'll  be  all  right  for  the  yth  ;  it's  only  a  week  now. 
Guy  Hungerford  will  be  disappointed  if  Phil  fails  him ; 
there  is  now  no  one  to  take  his  place,  unless  Guy  takes  the 
part  of  Ameer  Ali  himself.  I  cannot  imagine  Guy  making 
a  success  of  it,  he  is  so  totally  different  in  appearance  and 
in  every  other  way  to  Phil,  who  makes  the  ideal  character 
for  so  difficult  a  part." 

"  He'll  be  all  right  in  a  few  days,"  was  Dane's  quiet 
reply,  although  his  eyes  were  still  upon  his  wife,  who  had 
by  now  recovered  her  composure. 

"  Yes,  I  hope  Guy's  play  will  not  suffer  through  this 
accident  to  Philip."  Nancy  spoke  evenly,  although  her 
pulses  were  beating  wildly.  Her  unguarded  moment 
could  never  be  recalled.  She  was  afraid  to  meet  her 
husband's  eyes  for  fear  of  what  she  might  find  written  in 
their  dark,  accusing  depths.  She  hated  his  silence.  She 
would  much  rather  have  had  harsh  woids  flung  at  her,  or 
even  a  blow.  She  could  have  borne  it  all,  but  his  silence 
confused  her  and  made  her  feel  guilty — guilty  of  what  ? 
Her  mind  refused  to  grapple  with  the  situation.  She  only 
knew  that  he  was  silently  accusing  her  and  condemning 
her  of — what  ? 

She  loved  Philip  Dane — she,  a  married  woman,  was 
guilty  of  giving  her  affection  to  a  man  who  was  other  than 
her  husband.  This  in  itself  was  sin.  She  had  sinned 
unconsciously.  Her  love  for  her  husband's  cousin  had 
crept  silently  upon  her,  and  had  overpowered  her  like  a 
thief  in  the  night.  She  had  been  thoroughly  unprepared 
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to  meet  the  temptation  and  to  combat  it ;  beyond  that  she 
had  committed  no  sin.  The  colour  was  slowly  flowing 
back  into  her  cheeks  and  lips  as  the  natural  instinct  of 
self-esteem  came  to  her  aid. 

"  You  will  go  and  see  Philip  at  once,  won't  you  ?  "  Her 
voice  held  a  command.  "  I  will  tell  Motee  to  tell  Phil's 
servant  to  put  a  few  of  his  things  together." 

"  Suppose  I  must.  It's  rather  a  nuisance,  as  I  had 
promised  Mrs.  Lacy  to  meet  her  at  the  club  in  half  an  hour's 
time."  He  crossed  to  the  communication  door  between 
the  drawing-room  and  the  rest  of  the  bungalow.  "  You 
need  not  bother  to  speak  to  Motee ;  I  will  see  him  myself. 
He  will  despatch  Philip's  things,  a  few  necessary  articles." 
He  left  them,  muttering  about  something  being  a  con- 
founded nuisance. 

"  Phil  was  to  have  been  at  the  rehearsal  to-night." 
Fenella  was  feeling  her  ground  ;  the  situation  had  developed 
complications  which  were  beyond  her  power  of  understand- 
ing. "  We  have  not  quite  a  week  left." 

Nancy  knew  she  would  have  something  difficult  to 
contend  with  in  Fen's  ever-questioning  attitude.  The 
girl  had  a  way  of  making  her  feel  ever  a  prisoner  before 
the  bar — the  bar  not  always  of  her  displeasure,  but 
her  stupidity  in  failing  to  grasp  a  situation  had  an 
unpleasant  way  of  arousing  her  mistrustful  imaginations. 
So  Nancy  knew  she  was  in  for  a  stiff  cross-examination. 
Forewarned  was  to  be  forearmed,  so  she  carried  the  war 
into  the  enemies'  camp  instead. 

"  Eric  has  a  stupid  way  of  lowering  his  voice  when 
reading  anything  out.  I  only  caught  the  first  part  of  his 
sentences  :  '  Philip  has  had  an  accident,  been  thrown  from 
his  horse.'  It  gave  me  a  shock.  I  thought  perhaps  the 
poor  fellow  was  killed,  or  some  such  terrible  catastrophe 
had  happened  to  him.  I  have  never  been  able  to  receive 
distressing  news  calmly.  I  simply  go  to  pieces  immediately. 
Eric  must  have  thought  me  an  utter  fool.  When  a  man  is 


Kali's  Jewels  243 


one's  guest,  one  feels,  in  a  way,  responsible,  don't  you 
know." 

She  felt  the  feebleness  of  her  argument,  but  prayed 
fervently  that  it  would  pass  muster  under  Fenella's  severe 
censorship.  But  the  latter's  rebellious  instincts  were  at 
work.  Nancy  Dane  was  holding  something  back.  She  was 
playing  with  her,  playing  to  gain  time — time  for  what  ? 
She,  Fenella,  knew  how  to  deal  with  Kate  Lacy,  for  the 
latter  was  always  knee-deep  in  intrigue,  including  affairs 
of  the  heart  and  what  not,  ever  pitting  one  force  against 
another,  creating  havoc  and  distress  in  perfectly  peaceful 
lives.  Her  fingers  seemed  literally  to  itch  to  be  in  other 
people's  affairs,  or,  to  develop  la  grande  passion  for  someone 
else's  husband.  But  with  her  friend  Nancy  this  sort  of 
thing  was  impossible.  She  had  never  placed  the  latter 
in  the  same  category  as  Kate  Lacy.  She  never  could. 
Nancy  stood  for  all  that  was  honourable,  a  character  almost 
without  fault  01  blemish  of  any  one  kind,  possessing  every 
moral  perfection. 

But  her  suspicions  were  aroused ;  yet  she  could  not  at 
the  time  have  given  an  adequate  reason  for  feeling  as  she 
did.  Her  friend's  explanation  would  have  been  simple 
enough,  if  she  had  not  caught  the  look  of  intense  dismay 
tinged  with  unutterable  distress  of  mind  which  had  trans- 
formed Nancy's  countenance  so  suddenly.  But  the 
question  was  there,  would  it  ever  be  answered  correctly  ? 

Nancy  Dane  was  fully  aware  of  the  battle  raging  in  the 
girl's  breast,  for  Fenella,  with  all  her  brave  show  of  grown- 
upness,  was  nothing  more  than  a  girl.  A  smattering  of 
worldly  wisdom  had  been  thrust  upon  her  by  her  associate, 
the  notoriously  vulgar  Kate  Lacy.  Pride  had  made  Fenella 
nibble  at  the  apple  culled  thus  crudely,  and  presented  to 
her  from  the  tree  of  knowledge  by  the  older  woman.  If 
she  found  the  first  mouthful  distasteful,  her  ideals  did  not, 
in  a  way,  suffer  ;  although  she  did  not  refuse  a  second  bite. 

Her  anchorage  was  the  staple  quality  of  the  influence 
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exercised  over  her  by  such  women  as  Nina  Dashwood  and 
her  friend  Nancy  Dane.  The  latter  now  felt  the  pre- 
cariousness  of  her  position,  and  she  suffered  accordingly. 
And  yet  in  what  way  had  she  deliberately  sinned  ?  She 
had  committed  no  sin  whatever,  with  the  one  exception. 
And  this  one  exception  lay  in  allowing  herself  to  be  cajoled 
into  marrying  a  man  whom  she  did  not  love — for  peace 
sake  !  Let  there  be  war ;  if  peace  is  bought  at  such  a 
sacrifice,  she  realised  too  late.  The  insinuating  glance  her 
husband  had  thrown  at  her,  desecrated  the  purity  of  her 
love,  for  it  questioned  her  chastity. 

"  I  must  go,  Nancy,"  Fenella's  voice  sounded  harsh 
and  unapproachable.  "  See  you  later  at  the  rehearsal. 
Mrs.  Lacy  is  going  to  rub  it  in  to  us  to-night.  She  told  Aunt 
Sofie  we  were  like  a  flock  of  sheep,  without  an  ounce  of 
brain  amongst  the  lot  of  us.  The  poor  old  dear  collapsed 
instantly,  and  told  Uncle  John  that  he  had  better  leclaim 
his  niece — take  me  away  down  to  Simla  until  after  the  yth. 
Joke,  isn't  it  ?  "  She  busied  herself  collecting  the  leaves 
of  a  manuscript.  Nancy  was  not  to  be  drawn.  She  knew 
Mrs.  Lacy  had  the  annoying  habit  of  trying  to  exert  her 
power  to  control  the  state  of  one's  nervous  system,  so  she 
avoided  her  as  much  as  circumstances  would  allow.  The 
truth  was,  the  woman  would  question  her  regarding  Philip's 
accident  directly  they  met.  What  would  she  ferret  out 
of  her  during  the  questioning  ? 

Fenella  went  away  with  feelings  which  were  decidedly 
antagonistically  disposed  towards  her  friend.  The  horizon 
was  gloomy ;  heavy  clouds  hung  in  the  sky,  shutting  out 
all  rays  of  light.  For  one  thing,  her  friend  whom  she 
trusted  was  deceiving  her,  deliberately  and  with  intent. 
Secondly,  she  had  swotted  all  day  at  her  lines  to  perfect 
them,  and  so  win  Philip's  approval  when  they  acted 
together  that  night ;  and  that  was  all  knocked  on  the 
head ;  for  he,  Phil,  had  stupidly  let  himself  be  thrown  by 
a  perfectly  safe  mount,  and  had  thereby  landed  himself 
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in  the  casualty  list.  Thirdly,  Guy  Hungerford,  who  under- 
studied Philip,  would  naturally  take  his  place,  and  she 
would  have  the  former  on  her  hands  all  the  evening.  She 
arrived  home  in  a  very  sulky  frame  of  mind,  and  ordered 
her  ayah  to  put  out  her  most  unbecoming  gown.  Nothing 
she  wore,  however  unbecoming,  could  detract  from  her 
fresh  young  beauty  ;  and  when  she  was  ready  to  go  in  to 
dinner  she  was  quite  satisfied  with  herself  and  her 
appearance. 

Eric  Dane  arrived  home  at  his  own  bungalow  a  quarter 
of  an  hour  late  for  dinner.  He  appeared  to  be  most  affable, 
changing  hurriedly,  and  later  seated  himself  at  the  table, 
his  apologies  smoothly  and  easily  given. 

"  I  found  Phil  all  right."  He  had  not  given  Nancy  the 
opportunity  to  put  the  question  she  was  longing  to  put. 
"  Between  you  and  me,  he's  a  bit  of  a  humbug,  could  easily 
have  come  home.  But  he  seems  quite  content  where  he 
is.  So  I  may  let  him  be.  He'll  get  awfully  fed  up  with 
old  Mirza  Singh  as  his  only  companion  though."  He 
helped  himself  to  some  bread.  "  He  was  glad  we  thought 
of  sending  his  peon  with  the  few  necessary  articles  he  will 
require  during  his  enforced  absence.  He  said  I  was  to 
thank  you  for  the  thought." 

"  I  am  glad  that  he  is  in  such  good  hands."  She  found 
her  voice  sounded  quite  natural.  "  I  suppose  Dr.  Dashwood 
has  seen  and  attended  to  his  injured  foot  ?  "  She  said 
it  for  something  to  say. 

"  Yes,  old  Nat  was  over  with  Phil  while  I  was  there — 
he  had  dropped  in  a  few  minutes  before  I  arrived.  I  stayed 
on  till  he  left.  That  was  why  I  was  late  for  dinner." 

"  Why  did  you  stay  ?  "  She  knew  it  was  a  silly  question 
to  ask,  but  she  asked  it  all  the  same. 

"  I  wanted  to  discuss  rather  an  important  question  with 
him."  His  eyes  were  upon  her.  Why  did  she  shrink 
from  him  and  drop  her  own  eyes  so  guiltily.  Why  did  a 
sudden  grip  of  cold  terror  lay  hold  upon  her  heart,  and 
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cause  the  colour  to  leave  her  cheeks  and  make  them  turn 
deadly  pale  ?  The  past  rose  up  suddenly  before  her,  the 
past  with  its  history  of  a  deadly  feud  :  the  intense  hatred 
of  two  kinsmen  for  one  another.  Was  history  about  to 
repeat  itself  ?  A  woman  had  figured  prominently  then 
in  that  war  which  raged  between  the  two  men  of  one  race 
and  of  one  family.  A  war  which  had  ended  in  untold 
suffering  to  one  member,  and  in  disgrace,  which  ended  in 
banishment  to  the  other ;  and  the  suffering  had  not  been 
confined  to  the  two  principal  actors  in  this  life  drama,  the 
innocent  had  suffered  and  must  always  suffer  when  men's 
passions  run  uncontrolled.  She  did  not  mind  what  suffering, 
what  torture  of  mind  and  body  fell  to  her  lot,  but  Philip, 
that  he  should  suffer !  .  .  . 

If  history  was  to  repeat  itself,  it  was  Eric  who  was  to 
be  the  victim  and  Philip  would  go  home  back  to  England, 
and  India  would  know  him  no  more.  She  despised  herself 
for  being  so  foolish,  and  for  having  so  ready  an  imagination 
to  conjure  up  all  the  horror  the  flesh  is  heir  to  at  a  moment's 
notice.  Would  the  cousins  fight  a  duel  ? 

"  I  wanted  to  ask  Philip  if  he  would  join  me  in  a  hunting- 
expedition  in  the  Terai.  I  forgot  to  tell  you  when  I  was 
in  this  afternoon  that  I  have  been  offered  three  weeks' 
leave  by  the  old  Maharajah — at  least  he  did  not  actually 
give  me  leave  of  absence,  he  just  simply  said  he  was  going 
down  to  Delhi  for  a  few  weeks  and  wished  the  work  on 
the  palace  to  be  discontinued  till  he  returned.  Phil  was 
delighted,  and  wanted  to  kick  himself  for  being  such  an 
ass  as  to  allow  himself  to  be  tied  by  the  leg,  as  he  now  is, 
for  some  days.  I  told  him  not  to  worry,  as  I  could  on  no 
account  go  before  the  yth,  the  date  of  Hungerford's  play. 
But  I  had  made  arrangements  to  go  as  soon  after  as  I 
possibly  could,  on  account  of  the  marshes  of  the  Terai 
becoming  impassable  if  we  leave  it  to  later  on." 

She  knew  him  too  well  to  trust  him  off-hand  as  he  wished 
her  to  do. 
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"  Who  else  is  going  with  you  ?  "  The  words  were  forced 
from  her  lips.  She  would  have  dearly  liked  not  to  have 
been  compelled  to  question  him. 

"  No  one,  with  the  exception  of  that  old  rascal  Mirza 
Singh  and  half  a  dozen  bearers." 

"  Mirza  Singh  ?  Why,  he's  such  an  old  man  ;  he'll 
never  stand  the  hardships  such  an  expedition  entails." 

"  -Won't  he  ?  He'll  stand  them  better  than  either  Phil 
or  I  will.  He  is  tough  as  they  make  them.  The  principal 
reason  he  is  joining  us  is  because  he  knows  the  Terai  and 
its  paths,  and  can  guide  us  through  its  dense  barriers  of 
foliage,  and  across  its  treacherous  marshes,  as  no  other 
human  being  can.  That  is  why  Mirza  Singh  is  allowed 
to  accompany  us." 

She  knew  without  being  told  that  the  old  Hindu 
mendicant  had  been  only  allowed  to  accompany  her 
husband  because  of  the  use  his  knowledge  would  be.  She 
knew  only  too  well  the  terrible  danger  to  be  encountered 
in  that  dark  and  gloomy  forest  which  lies  at  the  foot  of 
the  snow-clad  Himalayas  between  the  swift-flowing 
Brahmaputra  and  the  silvery  gleaming  waters  of  the 
Sutledj.  She  knew  that,  besides  the  danger  which  one 
was  bound  to  encounter  with  its  terrible  inhabitants — 
the  tiger,  the  panther  and  ferocious  rhinoceros,  and  the 
venomous  reptiles — they  would  have  a  still  more  deadly 
foe  to  contend  with — the  malaria  germ. 

She  shuddered  at  the  thought,  yet  knew  she  was  powerless 
to  intervene.  Her  husband  would  make  light  of  her  fears. 
He  would  joke  with  her  in  a  sarcastic  vein,  which  she 
detested. 

Later,  he  drove  her  to  the  club,  where  everyone  who  was 
anyone  in  the  Guy  Hungerford's  cast  had  rallied  for  a 
final  rehearsal.  Nancy  found,  on  her  arrival,  that  there 
was  much  joking  at  Philip's  expense ;  and  Mrs.  Lacy 
thought  fit  to  single  her  out  as  a  butt  for  a  good  deal  of 
her  vulgar  horseplay  in  fancied  wit  1 
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Fenella  was  distant,  and  behaved  like  a  silly  schoolgirl. 
Nancy  felt  her  treatment  acutely,  but  said  nothing.  Later, 
when  the  rehearsal  was  over,  she  was  able  to  get  a  few  words 
with  Guy  Hungerford  alone,  in  the  card-room.  She  liked 
Guy ;  he  was  a  dear  boy,  and  she  wished  Fenella  would 
not  treat  him  so  nonchalantly.  He  wore  his  heart  on  his 
sleeve,  poor  fellow,  and  suffered  accordingly. 

The  rehearsal  had  been  a  great  success.  Mrs.  Lacy 
had  done  a  good  deal  of  bullying,  and  had  also  surpassed 
herself  in  inflicting  personal  rudeness  on  the  unoffending 
heads  of  those  whom  she  was,  to  repeat  her  own  words, 
licking  into  shape.  Fortunately,  no  one  took  the  slightest 
heed  of  the  jibes  her  sharp  tongue  scattered  broadcast, 
so  that,  if  she  gained  any  satisfaction  by  it,  it  was  of  the 
most  meagre  description. 


CHAPTER  XIX 

"  How  do  you  think  things  are  going,  Mrs.  Dane  ?  "  was 
Guy's  greeting  when,  having  escaped  the  ever-vigilant, 
blinkless  eyes  of  Mrs.  Lacy,  Nancy  and  he  found  themselves 
alone  in  the  card-room. 

"  Splendidly  !  "  was  Nancy's  spontaneous  reply.  "  I 
am  glad  for  your  sake.  Your  labours  have  so  far  been 
crowned  with  success.  If  things  shape  as  well  on  the  yth 
as  they  have  to-night,  I  feel  sure  The  Flower  of  Persia  will 
make  a  hit.  Will  you  try  and  produce  it  at  home  ?  " 

Guy's  eyes  brightened  ;  but  his  natural  modesty  asserted 
itself. 

"  I  am  afraid  it  won't  even  get  a  look-in  at  home,  let 
alone  make  a  hit.  No,  no  !  You  are  all  so  jolly  decent 
and  sporty  out  here  over  my  little  brain-wave.  You  have 
also  all  entered  so  spontaneously  into  the  spirit  of  the 
thing.  It's  you  people  of  Bundapur  who  have  made  the 
thing."  He  smiled  boyishly.  "  You  are  all  so  jolly 
clever,  you  know.  I  feel  my  little  sketch  is  frightfully 
amateurish,  and  not  nearly  good  enough  for  the  output 
of  so  much  talent  as  you  have  all  so  generously  displayed 
in  the  handling  of  it.  "  If  only  Mr.  Dane  had  been  here  ! 
I,  of  course,  simply  spoilt  the  whole  thing.  He  is  so  clever  ; 
it  is  almost  an  impossibility  for  me  to  ever  think  for  one 
moment  I  could  be  his  understudy." 

"  That  may  be  as  you  think.  But  I  thought,  and  so 
did  many  others  to-night,  that  you  did  remarkably  well. 
But  of  course  I  know  what  you  feel ;  it's  only  natural." 
She  paused,  her  interests  were  not  with  him.  She  wanted 
to  ask  him  something  vital,  something  of  great  importance. 
She  had  gone  through  her  part  as  one  in  a  dream,  for  her 
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mind  had  been  occupied  with  strange,  disturbing  thoughts. 
She  had  kept  a  strict  watch  upon  her  husband's  behaviour. 
He  had  been  in  the  best  of  spirits  all  evening,  and  had 
successfully  contrived  to  keep  everyone  in  good  spirits, 
smoothing  down  surfaces  which  threatened  to  become 
ruffled  at  the  slightest  provocation.  He  had  an  ever- 
fluent,  well-oiled  tongue.  Even  those  who  detested  him, 
grudgingly  admitted  his  cleverness,  his  suavity  of  manner, 
and  the  genial  way  in  which  he  conducted  himself  on 
occasions  such  as  the  one  in  question. 

"  After  the  7th,  are  you  staying  on  for  any  length  of 
time  or  are  you  going  home  ?  "  Her  question  was  asked 
in  a  friendly  way,  as  if  interest  in  his  well-being  alone 
prompted  it. 

"  I  shall  stay  out  here  for  a  couple  of  months."  He 
was  half  resting  against  a  cane  table  facing  the  light.  "  I 
want  to  get  some  sport  before  I  go  home — big-game  shooting. 
I  am  writing  to  a  man  I  know  up  at  Quetta  to  fix  up  a 
trip  with  him.  He  knows  the  ropes  so  much  better  than 
I.  Knows  the  country,  and  also  knows  of  a  very  reliable 
shikari,  a  man  who  has  been  with  him  several  times,  can 
be  depended  upon  to  supply  good  bearers  and  beaters, 
does  the  haranguing  over  the  elephants  and  all  the 
paraphernalia  one  requires  on  an  expedition." 

"  You  have  not  written  to  your  friend  yet,  I  think  I 
heard  you  say  ?  "  She  spoke  quietly. 

"  No,  I  have  been  really  meaning  to  ask  Philip  Dane 
first  if  he  would  join  me.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  I  was  going 
to  ask  him  about  it  to-night ;  then  this  unfortunate  accident 
of  his  happened,  and  of  course  he  was  not  able  to  be  here." 
He  offered  her  his  cigarette-case.  She  refused,  but  gave 
him  permission  to  smoke  himself. 

"  I  asked  Dash  wood,  whom  I  met  on  my  way  here 
to-night,  about  Dane.  Doc  said  that  he  thought  he  would 
be  quite  fit  to  do  anything  after  a  few  days'  rest.  I  shall 
run  over  and  see  him  first  thing  in  the  morning.  I  would 
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have  gone  to-night,  only  there  was  this  rehearsal,  and  I, 
as  you  know,  had  to  take  Dane's  place.  Poor  old  man, 
awful  hard  lines  for  him ;  he  must  be  sick  and  literally 
bored  to  the  back  teeth,  tied  by  the  leg  as  he  is."  There 
was  a  pause,  broken  at  length  by  Mrs.  Dane  speaking 
hurriedly. 

"  Mr.  Hungerford,  I  want  you  to  do  something  for  me." 
She  raised  her  hands  as  if  to  ward  him  off,  for  he  had  risen 
hurriedly  and  had  taken  an  impulsive  step  towards  her. 

"  No,  don't  be  in  too  great  a  hurry  to  say  you  place 
yourself  entirely  at  my  service.  Listen  first  to  my  proposal, 
then  give  me  your  answer." 

He  bowed  meekly,  and  returned  to  his  seat  on  the  edge 
of  the  table. 

"  But  really,  Mrs.  Dane,  you  know  I  am  at  your  service 
day  or  night,  whenever  you  wish."  He  felt  he  sounded 
flat  and  unenthusiastic  and  had  jumbled  up  his  words ; 
at  the  same  time,  he  wanted  to  hear  badly  what  she  wanted 
him  to  do. 

"  My  husband  and  his  cousin  Philip  Dane  are  going  on 
a  big-game  shoot ;  they  will  start  about  the  8th  or  gth  of 
this  month.  I  do  not  know  if  it  is  already  decided  on 
which  of  these  dates  they  will  leave  Bundapur,  but  at  the 
moment  preparations  are  being  made  ;  in  fact,  I  think 
almost  everything  is  in  readiness  for  their  start." 

Guy's  first  thoughts  were  those  of  disappointment.  Why 
had  Philip  Dane  never  let  drop  even  a  hint  of  this  proposed 
expedition  to  him  ? 

She  seemed  to  guess  his  thoughts,  for  her  next  words 
brought  enlightenment  to  him. 

"  I  only  heard  of  the  expedition  to-day,  or  at  least  this 
evening  at  dinner.  My  husband  has  unexpectedly  had 
leave  offered  him  for  the  next  three  weeks  or  more.  He 
has  seized  the  opportunity  for  which  he  has  been  longing. 
And  the  season  is  right  to  go  big-game  shooting.  A  thing 
is  no  sooner  decided  upon  by  him  than  it  becomes  an 
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accomplished  fact.  I  believe  I  am  right  in  saying  he  only 
broached  the  fact  to  Philip  this  afternoon,  and  his  cousin 
mmediately  consented  to  accompany  him.  So  there  has 
virtually  been  no  time  for  anyone,  but  those  immediately 
concerned,  to  hear  about  it." 

Her  hands,  slim  and  beautiful,  were  lying  tightly  clasped 
in  her  lap ;  her  eyes,  dark  and  fathomless,  were  fixed 
eagerly  upon  the  fresh,  boyish  face  before  her. 

"  I  want  you  to  go  with  them.  I  want  you  to  join  them. 
But  you  must  not  say  I  asked  you.  And  before  you  consent 
to  ask  them — I  know  you  want  to  go  " — for  she  saw  that 
his  eyes  were  full  of  eager  expectation — "  I  want  to  tell 
you  that  their  expedition  is  to  the  Teral.  I  want  to  warn 
you,  before  you  consent  to  do  as  I  wish,  of  the  terrible 
dangers  such  an  expedition  exposes  one  to." 

He  was  about  to  speak,  but  she  stopped  him. 

"  I  know  you  have  no  fear  of  the  wild  beasts,  the  tigers 
and  leopards,  and  the  venomous  reptiles  which  swarm 
there  in  their  thousands,  for  you  are  a  sportsman,  a  hunter  ; 
but  have  you  heard  or  do  you  realise  the  existence  in  that 
forest  swamp  of  a  much  more  deadly  foe  with  which  these 
men  will  have  to  contend — much  more  formidable  and 
terrible  than  its  wild  and  savage  inhabitants  ?  " 

Thoroughly  mystified,  he  replied  in  the  negative. 

"  No,  I  am  afraid  I  do  not.  You  see,"  he  went  on  to 
say,  "  I  have  always  had  a  great  curiosity  to  see  something 
of  the  Terai,  but  have  never  had  the  chance.  Most  of  the 
men  I  know  don't  seem  to  know  much  about  it,  except 
that  it  is  a  jolly  good  big-game  district."  He  paused,  then 
went  on  enthusiastically  :  "  I  say,  Mrs.  Dane,  it  is  awfully 
good  of  you  to  give  me  this  chance,  but  do  you  think  your 
husband  and  Mr.  Dane  will  be  very  pleased  with  me  for 
trying  to  butt  in  ?  I  would  give  anything  to  go."  Forgotten 
were  her  warnings  of  danger.  "  I  am  supposed  not  to  be 
altogether  a  bad  shot,"  he  said  apologetically.  "  Whom 
shall  I  put  it  to  ?  " 
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"  Philip  Dane.  But  you  are  not  thinking  of  the  danger 
in  this  expedition,  which  you  realise  you  will  have  to  under- 
go, or  the  constant  exposure  to  the  malaria  germ  !  " 

It  was  on  her  conscience  badly.  She  was  deliberately 
sending  this  youth,  for  he  was  little  more  than  a  youth,  into 
this  terrible  danger-zone.  The  forest,  because  of  its 
malaria  germ,  was  supposed  to  be  almost  impossible  to  the 
white  man.  She  was  sending  him  because  she  had  a  still 
greater  fear  of  the  deadly  feud  which  existed  between  the 
two  men,  one  of  whom  she  loved. 

"I'm  not  afraid  of  fever ;  where  the  other  men  go,  I 
go  also,  if  they  will  have  me." 

No,  she  could  not  let  him  go  thus.  She  hated  making 
use  of  him — it  was  not  like  her.  Yet  she  could  not  let 
those  two  men  go  alone.  She  did  not  recognise  Mirza 
Singh's  power.  She  had  had  very  little  to  do  with  the 
strange  old  character  who  had  a  way  of  fascinating  all  who 
came  in  contact  with  him  and  also  had  a  great  following 
among  the  hunting  men ;  for  he  was  a  favourite  with  the 
white  population  wherever  his  wanderings  took  him. 

"  Guy,  I  must  confide  in  you  ;  and,  when  I  have  done  so, 
do  not  think  too  hardly  of  me." 

He  came  instantly  to  her  side. 

"  Are  you  in  trouble,  Mrs.  Dane  ?  Do  please  let  me  help 
you.  You  know  you  can  trust  me.  I  will  face  the  Terai 
and  a  dozen  other  Te"ra!s,  if  by  doing  so  I  can  be  of  help 
to  you." 

She  glanced  apprehensively  about  her  as  if  in  fear  of 
eavesdropping.  He  interpreted  the  look,  and  to  assure 
her  crossed  to  the  verandah.  Someone  had  struck  up  a 
fox-trot  on  the  piano,  and  nearly  everyone  in  the  club  had 
taken  advantage  of  the  chance  for  a  dance,  with  the  excep- 
tion of  the  elder  members,  who  were  either  playing  billiards 
or  cards  in  other  rooms.  Having  satisfied  himself  that 
they  would  not  be  overheard,  Guy  Hungerford  returned 
to  his  former  position  by  Mrs,  Pane's  side. 
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"  No  one  is  about ;  the  others  are  dancing  ;  we  shall  not 
be  disturbed,  at  least  for  a  few  minutes,"  he  said  as  he 
waited  for  her  to  commence. 

"  I  have  told  you  what  little  I  know  of  that  unhealthy 
and  almost  impenetrable  forest  the  Terai.  But  I  have  not 
told  you  of  a  greater  danger  which  may  threaten  either  of 
these  two  men — my  husband  and  his  cousin  Philip  Dane — 
alone  in  each  other's  company,  without  another  white 
man  to  influence  either  side,  or  to  stand  between  if  the 
necessity  for  such  action  on  the  latter's  part  should  arise. 
Do  you  understand  me  ?  "  She  placed  her  hand  upon 
his  arm. 

"  Yes,  I  think  I  do,  but " 

She  did  not  allow  him  to  proceed,  but  continued  speaking. 

"  I  know  what  you  mean,  and  what  you  wish  to  say,  but 
we  have  no  time  for  discussions.  I  must  tell  you  the  bald 
truth,  and  you  must,  if  you  really  wish  to  be  of  use  to  me, 
judge  for  youiself."  She  paused  a  moment,  and  then  went 
on,  speaking  rapidly  and  nervously.  "  You  may  and  you 
may  not  have  heard  the  history  of  my  husband's  people. 
If  you  have  not,  there  is  not  time  enough  now  to  enlighten 
you  thoroughly  upon  the  subject.  The  whole  crux  of 
the  matter  is  this  :  my  husband  and  his  cousin  aie  victims 
of  hereditary  transmission — they  both  believe  that  hatred 
and  crime  are  their  inheritance.  They  foster  this  belief 
till  it  has  become  a  fetish  with  them,  a  cherished  object 
which  is  bound  to  sway  their  lives  in  the  end  for  evil. 
Their  ancestors,  Morton  Dane  and  John  Dane,  hated  one 
another  with  a  deadly  hatred.  Morton  Dane  was  cruel, 
vindictive,  and  a  law-breaker.  John  Dane,  his  cousin, 
was  a  quiet,  inoffensive  individual  for  whom  every  one 
had  a  good  word.  He  unfortunately  brought  down  upon 
his  unoffending  head  the  full  power  of  his  cousin's  vindic- 
tive hatred  and  wrath  because  he  gained  the  affection  of 
and  married  the  girl  whom  Morton  Dane  had  chosen  for 
himself.  Two  or  three  generations  have  passed,  but 
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unfortunately  the  germs  of  that  hatred  still  exist  in  my 
husband's  breast.  So  much  so  that  I  am  afraid  of  this 
expedition.  I  cannot  tell  you  what  has  brought  matters 
to  a  climax.  I  can  only  say  they,  Eric  and  his  cousin, 
must  not  go  together  unless  another  white  man 
accompanies  them." 

"  I  thought  they  were  such  friends  !  "  Guy  Hunger  ford 
spoke  in  low,  quiet  tones.  "  Surely  you  must  be  mistaken." 
Then,  as  if  he  feared  she  would  misunderstand,  "  Please 
don't  think  I  am  making  an  excuse,  for  I  shall  go,  and 
nothing  will  deter  me.  If  they  do  not  allow  me  to  accom- 
pany them,  I  will  follow  them."  He  paused,  for  astonish- 
ment still  held  him.  "  But  you  amaze  me.  I  have  under- 
stood all  along  they  were  such  pals,  living  in  the  same 
village  and  spending  all  their  boyhood  together.  You 
will  pardon  me  I  know,  but  your  story  seems  incredible. 
I  do  hope  you  are  making  a  mistake."  He  was  silent  for 
a  few  minutes.  "  I  should  like  to  hear  the  whole  history 
of  these  Danes,  the  ancestors  I  mean.  Perhaps  some  day 
you  will  tell  me.  Your  husband  is  the  descendant  of  Morton 
Dane,  I  gather  ?  " 

"  No,  his  cousin  Philip  is  the  notorious  Morton  Dane's 
descendant." 

Guy  muttered  a  confused  apology,  but  her  hand  was 
raised  to  silence  him,  as  someone  was  approaching. 

"  I  have  your  word  ?  "    She  spoke  in  a  low,  hurried  tone. 

"  Yes  !  " 


CHAPTER  XX 

THE  days  passed  swiftly  enough  for  Philip  Dane ;  he  had 
many  visitors,  and  when  alone  with  Mirza  Singh  spent 
the  hours  making  their  plans.  So  time  did  not  hang 
heavily  upon  his  hands. 

Nina  Dashwood  came  and  cheered  him  up,  and  tried 
with  her  ready  wit  to  salve  his  conscience,  which  at  times 
suffered  badly.  His  cousin  Eric  came,  full  of  cheery 
proposals  for  their  expedition.  Everything  was  in  readi- 
ness, he  informed  him,  for  their  start  on  the  8th,  the  day 
following  the  gala  day  at  the  Palace  of  Nandapur. 

Nancy  came  and  brought  books.  She  was  accompanied 
by  Fenella,  who,  although  still  suspicious  and  unnatural 
in  her  behaviour  towards  her  friend,  made  some  pretence 
at  being  agreeable.  She  watched  both  Nancy  and  Philip 
with  lynx  eyes,  and  was  jealous  when  their  attentions  were 
not  undividedly  spent  on  her.  She  was  learning  one  of  her 
first  lessons,  and  the  knowledge  she  acquired  thereby  was 
tinged  with  bitterness.  Her  inclinations  had  tended 
towards  a  mild  form  of  la  grande  passion  for  Philip  Dane, 
in  which  he  was  to  figure  as  one  of  her  first  conquests.  It 
was  a  pity  she  allowed  her  disappointment  so  much  play, 
for  she  was  in  reality  a  most  charming  girl  of  sterling 
qualities. 

Nancy  Dane  had  had  a  great  struggle  in  forcing  herself 
to  pay  the  visit,  for  the  look  in  Philip's  eyes  she  had  caught 
as  she  had  stood  on  the  verandah  watching  him  mount  and 
ride  away  on  the  afternoon  of  his  accident  remained  with 
her.  The  look  had  told  her  many  things  which,  at  the  time, 
left  her  almost  dumb  with  amazement.  Then  doubt  came 
and  assailed  her.  Had  she  interpreted  the  revelation 
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aright  ?  Even  though  she  knew  she  was  encouraging 
thoughts  not  seemly  and  right  in  a  married  woman  for 
a  man  not  her  husband,  yet,  right  or  wrong,  this  sudden 
unveiling  of  his  mind  had  changed  the  whole  atmosphere 
of  her  being ;  it  had  brought  warmth  and  colour  into  her 
sordid  existence,  sordid  because  it  lacked  that  which  to 
a  woman  of  her  temperament  was  essential :  life,  colour, 
and  love. 

Their  visit  was  short.  Fenella  had  to  get  back  for 
badminton,  but,  short  as  it  was,  it  was  proving  too  long 
for  both  Nancy  and  Philip. 

Nancy  was  thankful  she  was  able  to  tell  her  husband 
that  she  and  Fenella  had  been  to  see  his  cousin.  She 
was  glad  she  was  able  to  speak  nonchalantly  and  was 
master  enough  of  herself  to  keep  the  colour  from  rising 
to  her  usually  pale  cheeks.  Eric  was  suavely  attentive, 
and  she  trusted  him  less  and  less,  and  thanked  God  in  her 
heart  daily  that  she  had  Guy  Hungerford  to  rely  on.  What 
did  she  dread  ?  She  dreaded  that  a  denizen  of  the  Teia'i 
or  the  deadly  malaria  germ  would  be  blamed  for  a  crime 
they  had  not  committed. 

The  gala  night  arrived.  A  dance  was  to  be  held  in  the 
club  after  Guy's  play  had  been  performed.  The  club- 
house had  been  gaily  decorated  with  bunting,  palms,  and 
ferns ;  coloured  lanterns  decorated  the  exterior,  while 
everywhere  chiraghs — native  lights,  consisting  of  little 
clay  saucers  filled  with  oil  in  which  floated  a  piece  of  wick 
— were  put  in  every  conceivable  place.  Up  at  Nandapur, 
the  palace  was  one  soft,  warm  blaze  of  light  from  thousands 
of  chiragh  lights. 

Everyone  was  in  the  best  of  spirits ;  gay  and  witty 
chaffing  sounded  on  every  side  as  parties  met  and  proceeded 
up  the  long,  winding  road  together  to  the  palace  of  light 
away  up  on  the  hillside. 

Sir  John  and  Lady  Rossfield  sheltered  their  niece, 
Fenella  Carlton,  who  stoutly  refused  to  be  sheltered,  but 
RK 
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committed  blatant  breaches  of  etiquette  with  potentates 
and  high  officials  from  neighbouring  Stations. 

General  and  Mrs.  Hungerford,  trying  not  to  feel  too 
self-conscious  over  their  son  Guy's  achievement,  were  most 
retiring,  and  it  was  all  Sir  John  and  his  wife  could  do  to 
make  them  put  in  an  appearance  at  all.  Nina  Dashwood 
brought  a  merry  party  of  friends,  people  who  had  come  up 
from  Simla  and  were  staying  with  her  for  a  few  days.  She 
had  insisted  on  picking  up  Mrs.  Dane  and  bringing  her 
along  with  her  party. 

The  latter's  husband  was  in  Mrs.  Lacy's  train,  with 
Captain  Black  and  others.  Philip  arrived  just  in  time  to 
dress  before  the  curtain  went  up.  He  had  come  along 
with  the  Doctor  in  a  tonga  drawn  by  a  wild-spirited  Tibetan 
pony ;  they  had  had  a  spill,  for  the  Bera  road  was  steep, 
with  dangerous  hairpin  bends,  but,  beyond  damage  to 
their  clothes,  they  were  both  unhurt. 

The  Maharajah  of  Nandapur  had  caused  no  pains  or 
expense  to  be  spared  in  carrying  out  the  stage  setting  of 
The  Flower  of  Persia.  The  smaller  Hall  of  Audience,  in  his 
palace  which  overlooked  the  lake,  was  magnificently 
decorated.  The  hall  was  large,  and  had  been  skilfully 
transformed  into  a  Persian  house  with  rich  carpets  and  gay 
hangings.  A  courtyard  figured  conspicuously  in  the  fore- 
ground, with  a  fountain  playing.  Orange-trees  and  feathery 
palms  and  a  profusion  of  gorgeous  flowers  of  many  hues 
added  to  the  picturesque  scene.  His  Highness,  a  most 
imposing  figure,  stood  on  the  steps  leading  to  the  hall, 
welcoming  his  guests.  He  wore  the  red  Rajput  turban,  with 
a  spray  of  magnificent  diamonds  fastened  in  front  with  a 
diamond  brooch.  His  coat  was  of  pale  green  brocaded 
silk,  which  he  wore  over  silk  garments  of  a  delicate  shade 
of  grey.  Jewels  sparkled  in  profusion  from  his  neck,  his 
waist,  and  from  his  brocaded  slippers.  His  fingers  were 
loaded  with  rings  of  priceless  value. 

After  the  usual  forms  of  etiquette  had  been  gone  through 
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and  the  audience  were  seated,  servants  wearing  the  royal 
livery  of  the  Maharajah's  palace  sprinkled  the  air  with 
rose-water,  while  others,  stood  ranged  throughout  the  hall, 
were  waving  peacock-feather  fans  above  the  guests'  heads. 

The  chandeliers  were  a  blaze  of  lights,  which  were 
reflected  in  the  thousands  of  tiny  mirrors  lining  the  wall  of 
the  apartment. 

In  the  chambers  at  the  back  of  the  hall,  which  served  as 
green-rooms,  was  the  usual  confusion  which  inevitably 
prevails  at  amateur  theatricals. 

Mrs.  Lacy  made  herself  felt  with  an  unnecessary  amount 
of  fussiness.  Guy  Hungerford  was  extremely  nervous.  He 
forgot  everything  he  ought  to  have  remembered,  and 
remembered  things  which  very  well  could  have  been 
forgotten  !  Eric  Dane  fortunately  kept  his  head  as  usual, 
and  seemed  to  be  thoroughly  enjoying  himself,  for  everyone 
turned  to  him,  asked  his  advice,  begged  for  his  opinion, 
and  almost  demanded  his  assistance.  Fortunately  for  the 
world  at  large,  there  is  always  someone  of  his  character  who 
invariably  crops  up  to  pull  off  amateur  theatricals  and  to 
make  them  in  some  sense  a  success. 

The  cast  in  this  case  was  a  strong  one,  and  dealt  with  the 
romantic  and  picturesque  career  of  the  Persian  patriot, 
Ameer  Ali  (Philip  Dane),  and  the  romantic  passion  he  had 
conceived  for  the  Persian  Princess  Zora.  The  part  of  a 
Persian  soothsayer,  a  gipsy,  was  taken  by  Mrs.  Lacy,  who 
had  a  magnificent  contralto  voice.  One  of  the  principal 
scenes  was  that  in  which  Ameer  Ali,  accompanied  by  the 
Princess's  lady-in-waiting,  Miranna  (Nancy  Dane)  went  to 
consult  the  gipsy  with  regard  to  the  success  of  his  suit  and 
to  ascertain  whether  the  Princess  reciprocated  his  affections 
or  no.  The  patriot  had  to  have  someone  with  him  who  was 
in  daily  contact  with  the  Princess,  so  that  the  gipsy  sooth- 
sayer would  thus  hold  a  connecting  link. 

The  interior  of  a  grotto  had  been  successfully  staged, 
the  moonlight  effect  flooded  the  stage  and  gave  the  scene 
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a  weird  and  mystic  atmosphere  and  effect.  At  the  gipsy's 
request  both  Ameer  Ali  and  Miranna,  the  lady-in-waiting 
on  the  Princess,  seated  themselves  on  a  moss-covered 
rock,  while  the  former  produced  a  crystal  ball  and  placed  it 
in  Miranna's  hand.  The  rock  upon  which  they  were  seated 
was  small,  and  therefore  necessitated  their  sitting  very 
close  together. 

The  gipsy  recited  the  words  of  a  Persian  poem  or  proverb 
in  Persian,  and  made  a  few  passes  with  her  long,  narrow 
hands.  A  tense  silence  fell  upon  the  audience,  for  the 
scene  was  most  mystic  and  awe-inspiring. 

"  I  see  a  beautiful  palace  ;  its  walls  are  of  pink  marble 
and  its  towers  are  of  gilt,  they  glitter  like  gold  in  the  sun- 
light ;  the  palace  is  surrounded  by  lovely  gardens  ;  apples 
of  gold  and  pears  of  silver  hang  from  the  trees,  flowers  grow 
everywhere  in  gay  profusion."  Nancy  Dane's  voice  pro- 
ceeded monotonously :  "In  the  garden  walks  a  beautiful 
maiden."  Ameer  Ali  leaned  forward  eagerly ;  his  hand 
touched  Nancy's  in  his  keenness  to  hear  what  the  crystal 
had  to  tell.  "  Everything  is  changing."  Her  voice  grew 
quieter  and  more  intense  ;  so  low  did  it  become  that  those 
at  the  back  of  the  hall  could  hardly  make  out  her  sentences. 
"  The  garden  has  disappeared,  so  also  the  palace  and  the 
beautiful  maiden,"  went  on  the  low  voice.  "  I  see  instead 
a  wild,  rocky  coast  and  a  storm  raging ;  the  waves  are 
dashing  on  to  cruel,  red  rocks  and  a  strip  of  glistening 
beach.  The  fisherfolk  are  gathered  in  knots  upon  the  beach 
watching  a  ship  being  driven  upon  the  rocks  at  the  foot  of 
the  tall  cliff." 

The  prompter  in  the  wings  was  making  frantic  efforts 
to  attract  the  speaker's  attention ;  these  were  not  the 
words  of  the  sketch.  What  did  Mrs.  Dane  mean?  The 
cue  was  lost. 

Mrs.  Lacy  was  silent,  her  round,  birdlike  eyes  were  fixed 
upon  the  crystal,  while  her  face  wore  an  intense  expression 
as  if  she  were  thoroughly  lost  to  her  surroundings. 
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"  Oh  !  the  moaning  of  the  wind,  how  terrible  it  sounds  ! 
And  the  ship — can  nothing  be  done  to  save  it  ?  Look  ! 
the  waves  have  driven  it  on  to  the  cruel,  red  rock  and  have 
dashed  it  to  pieces.  Oh  !  the  poor  souls  on  board — they 
are  all  lost ;  they  have  all  perished,  for  who  could  live  in 
such  a  sea.  But  no  !  There  is  one  trying  to  swim  ;  he 
is  being  carried  along  past  the  rocks  by  the  incoming  waves. 
Will  he  be  rescued  ?  Will  he  be  saved  ?  Hush  !  Can 
you  not  hear  the  bell  ringing?  It  is  ringing  from  the 
church  tower  up  on  the  cliff ;  the  warning  bell  is  ringing, 
but  it  is  too  late,  for  the  ship  is  wrecked  and  all  the  poor 
souls  on  board  have  perished — all  save  one " 

There  was  a  pause. 

"  Mrs.  Dane,"  whispered  Philip  sternly,  "  you  must 
stop — force  your  eyes  to  look  away  from  the  crystal  at 
once,  I  command  you."  But  his  voice  had  no  power,  for 
he,  too,  was  listening,  waiting  to  hear  more ;  the  tempta- 
tion was  too  strong  for  him. 

Some  of  the  audience  had  risen  to  their  feet  and  were 
craning  their  necks  to  see  and  hear  more  if  they  could. 
The  unfortunate  prompter  had  given  up  in  despair,  and  was 
silently  awaiting  events,  for  he  felt  powerless  to  interfere 
further  ;  he  had  done  his  best. 

"  It  is  a  shame  for  Mrs.  Dane  to  spoil  the  piece,"  he  was 
heard  to  mutter  to  those  who,  like  himself,  were  crowding 
to  the  wings  to  catch  a  glimpse  of  what  was  going  on  in  the 
soothsayer's  grotto. 

"  The  storm  is  still  raging.  Oh  !  the  moaning  of  the  wind 
and  the  roar  of  the  treacherous  sea  !  Will  it  never  be  quiet 
again  ?  "  Nancy  Dane's  monotonous  voice  continued : 
"  There  is  a  light  in  every  window  of  the  house,  a  long,  low, 
white  house.  And  in  the  garden  beneath  the  tall  trees, 
through  which  the  wind  is  moaning,  is  a  gap  in  the  hedge. 
A  tall,  rough-looking  man — a  fisherman — is  standing  in  the 
gap  ;  he  is  holding  something  in  his  arms ;  it  looks  like  a 
baby  !  A  baby  and  on  such  a  night !  How  cruel  1  Poor 
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little  mite.  Hush  !  Someone  is  approaching  them  from  the 
long,  low  house  with  the  windows  all  alight.  It's  a  woman's 
figure  ;  she  is  holding  something  in  her  arms."  There  was 

a  pause.    "  Everything  is  growing  dark ;  it's  all  misty ' 

went  on  the  plaintive  voice. 

There  was  a  crash,  and  everyone  was  on  their  feet — the 
crystal  had  fallen  to  the  ground  and  Nancy  Dane  had 
fainted. 

In  the  confusion  which  followed  Eric  Dane  and  his 
cousin  met  in  a  recess  at  the  back  of  the  stage. 

"  What  damned  trick  is  this  ?  "  The  former  was  livid 
with  rage.  "  Have  you  had  a  hand  in  it  ?  Have  you  put 
her  up  to  this  bit  of  tomfoolery  ?  It  will  go  damned  rough 
with  you  if  the  secret  of  your  illustrious  ancestor  creeps  out 
here.  You'll  be  '  cut '  on  all  sides.  Answer  me  at  once, 
What  does  it  mean  ?  " 

"  There  is  nothing  for  you  to  lose  your  temper  over. 
Your  wife  is  the  injured  party,"  Philip  answered  coldly. 
"  Her  nervous  system  will  suffer  a  shock,  for  she  has  been 
played  with,  or,  rather,  been  used  as  a  medium.  Your 
friend  Mrs.  Lacy  should  know.  She  goes  in  for  this  crystal- 
gazing,  and  will  realise  the  mischief  she  has  created.  Why 
not  ask  her  ?  " 

"  Ask  Kate  Lacy  ?  What  does  she  know  of  our  history  ? 
No,  my  dear  Philip,  you  cannot  shift  your  dirty  work  on  to 
her  shoulders." 

For  Nancy's  sake  it  behoved  Philip  to  keep  calm  and 
bargain  with  this  man,  his  kinsman,  whom  he  so  thoroughly 
mistrusted. 

"  Go  to  your  wife,  and  don't  make  a  scene.  The  whole 
thing  is  beyond  us.  I  don't  believe  in  crystal-gazing  or 
second  sight,  or  any  of  these  parlour  tricks,  but  you  know 
better  than  I,  that  Mrs.  Lacy  is  an  old  hand  at  it,  and  is 
thoroughly  uncanny,  and  is  supposed  to  possess  all  kinds 
of  supernatural  powers,  and  plays  about  with  spiritualism 
and  what  not.  I  give  you  my  word  of  honour  I  have  never 


Kali's  Jewels  263 


discussed  with  either  your  wife  or  Mrs.  Lacy,  that  ghastly 
episode  which  took  place  in  our  family  history  a  century 
ago.  I  have  never  mentioned  to  either  one  of  them — or,  as 
a  matter  of  fact,  to  anyone  in  Bundapur  or  in  India — the 
story  of  that  night  and  how  terribly  it  figured  in  our  past." 

Philip  spoke  calmly,  but  his  cousin  still  eyed  him 
suspiciously. 

"  The  whole  affair  is  damned  strange,"  he  continued,  but 
Nina  Dash  wood  had  joined  them.  She  had  come  to  find 
Eric  Dane,  as  his  wife  had  recovered  from  her  indispo- 
sition. Without  a  word,  he  turned  and  left  them  and  went 
to  Nancy. 

"  The  strange  part  of  it  is,"  remarked  Nina  Dashwood 
later  to  Philip,  "  Nancy  knows  nothing  of  what  she  said. 
She  seemed  to  have  been  in  a  trance.  She  remembers  only 
the  words  of  the  play  ;  the  rest  is  a  blank." 

Guy  Hungerford  bore  the  practical  destruction  for  the 
time  being  of  his  little  play  with  stoic-like  resignation.  For, 
although  the  cast  struggled  bravely  on  to  the  fall  of  the 
curtain,  most  people's  interests  had  flagged.  The  strange 
coincidence  of  the  crystal-gazing,  and  Mrs.  Dane's  sudden 
collapse,  had  a  disturbing  influence  upon  the  audience. 

Although  congratulations  poured  in  upon  him  and  his 
play  was  voted  a  success,  people  quickly  drifted  away  to 
the  club,  where  the  lemainder  of  the  night,  or  rather 
morning,  was  spent  in  dancing. 


CHAPTER  XXI 

THE  city  of  Kali's  Jewels,  in  the  heart  of  the  gloomy  forest 
of  the  Terai,  lay  bathed  in  the  golden  glory  of  the  swiftly- 
declining  day.  Her  ruined  walls  and  crumbling  archways, 
creeper-draped  and  festooned  with  gay  floral  tributes,  her 
ghostly  palaces  and  silent  weed-choked  bazaars,  her 
glistening,  shimmering  lakes  and  silent,  awe-inspiring 
temples,  reflected  the  sun's  glory. 

So  far  the  expedition  into  the  dark  and  gloomy  forest 
of  the  Terai  had  proceeded  without  let  or  hindrance.  The 
three  white  men,  the  aged  Hindu  mendicant  and  some  dozen 
natives,  of  which  the  majority  were  bearers,  had  reached 
their  destination  in  safety.  Their  progress  through  the 
tangled  undergrowth,  the  path  they  followed  across  the 
treacherous  marshland,  into  which  they  often  sank  waist 
deep,  had  been  both  difficult  and  hazardous.  Although 
Mirza  Singh's  knowledge  of  that  part  of  the  forest  through 
which  their  way  lay,  enabled  them  to  skirt  as  much  as 
possible  the  more  densely-grown  forest  thickets  and  marsh- 
land, with  its  deadly  vapours,  which  were  wellnigh  im- 
penetrable by  man,  they  had  suffered  many  hardships. 

The  cousins  and  the  old  mendicant  kept  their  secret 
well  guarded,  for  Guy  Hungerford  still  believed  the  lure 
of  the  chase  alone  was  the  attraction  the  Terai  held  for 
his  companions.  Big  game  had  been  plentiful,  and  Guy 
had  been  transported  to  the  seventh  heaven  of  delight 
through  bagging  his  first  tiger,  a  magnificently  royal 
beast  with  a  perfectly  marked  skin.  He  found  no  end 
of  pleasure  in  picturing  Fenella's  surprise  and  delight  at 
being  presented  with  this  his  first  trophy  of  the  famous 
Te"raL 
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The  native  followers  and  bearers  numbered  in  their 
ranks  such  notable  characters  as  Chita  Chup,  the  plausible 
and  villainous  son-in-law  of  the  wealthy  merchant,  Abdulla  ; 
Pooran,  the  professional  grass-cutter,  otherwise  spy  and 
servant  of  the  merchant ;  Kara  Bader,  the  lame  shikari, 
whom  Mirza  Singh  had  appropriated  as  his  own  special 
property,  and  the  bearers,  picked  men  supplied  by  Eric 
Dane  under  Abdulla's  supervision. 

Philip  Dane  had  welcomed  Guy's  proposition,  that  he 
should  accompany  them  to  the  Terai,  with  enthusiasm,  and 
quickly  overruled  Eric's  objections.  Mirza  Singh  was 
pleased,  although  he  said  little  on  the  subject. 

Guy  kept  his  promise,  so  faithfully  given  to  Mrs.  Dane, 
and  very  rarely  allowed  himself  to  be  absent  for  any  length 
of  time  from  either  Philip,  or  Eric  Dane's  side,  more  than 
could  possibly  be  avoided.  Yet  he  was  careful  not  to  allow 
his  conduct  to  be  too  marked.  Unfortunately  he  suffered 
from  the  effects  of  the  poisonous  atmosphere  with  which  he 
and  his  companions  had  to  contend  ;  and  the  malaria  germ 
had  entered  his  blood,  with  the  result  that  he  already  had 
several  slight  attacks  of  fever,  which  weakened  him  con- 
siderably and  caused  him  some  suffering.  His  enthusiasm, 
however,  never  allowed  him  to  give  in,  while  he  still  had 
sufficient  strength  left  him,  to  be  at  hand  should  the 
necessity  arise  for  his  intervention. 

So  far  Philip  and  Eric  Dane  had  fallen  into  the  hunts- 
man's comradeship,  sharing  tents  and  sitting  amiably  side 
by  side  before  their  jungle  fire  at  night,  when  Mirza  Singh 
helped  to  pass  the  hours  away  with  stories — the  collection 
of  years  spent  in  the  four  quarters  of  the  globe. 

And  now  the  journey,  so  far  as  Eric  Dane  and  his  accom- 
plices were  concerned,  reached  its  most  important  point. 
Mirza  Singh  had  fulfilled  his  contract,  for  there  before  them 
in  the  open  valley,  as  they  parted  the  thick  stems  of  bamboo 
and  pushed  their  way  through,  lay  the  ruined  city  they  had 
encountered  so  much  danger,  and  a  certain  amount  of 
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privation,  to  reach.  Would  the  glowing  account  of  its 
fabulous  wealth  in  the  form  of  priceless  jewels  be  verified  ? 
Or  was  it  only  bazaar  gossip,  a  shepherd's  story  whom  no 
one  had  ever  found  correct  ? 

Eric  Dane  had  formed  numerous  plans  how  he  was  to  deal 
with  the  old  mendicant,  Mirza  Singh,  to  get  him  out  of  the 
way  for  the  time  being  while  he,  Chita  Chup  and  Pooran 
the  grass-cutter  secured  the  jewels. 

The  old  man  had  voluntarily  offered  to  guide  him  and 
his  associates  to  the  city,  had  even  encouraged  him  to  talk 
of  the  treasures,  but  he  was  in  doubt  as  to  the  old  man's 
help  in  securing  the  jewels.  Philip  and  Guy  Hungerford,  he 
and  Chita  Chup  decided,  could  easily  be  drugged,  and  if 
either  died — well,  no  one  can  go  surety  against  death  in  the 
Te"rai,  any  more  than  elsewhere.  The  drugs  could  easily 
be  administered,  for  Pooran  acted  as  cook,  and  served  the 
meals  for  the  white  men. 

There  before  them  lay  the  ruined  city,  and  there,  too,  at 
the  top  of  the  valley,  stood  the  watch-tower  which  Attar 
Singh,  the  wise  ruler,  had  caused  to  be  built,  and  in  it  no 
doubt,  according  to  Kara  Bader's  nephew,  who  had  heard 
its  voice,  still  hung  the  great  bronze  bell,  also  hung  by  the 
wise  Attar  Singh,  to  warn  his  people,  that  when  the  bell 
spoke  they  were  to  flee  for  their  lives,  for  the  city  was 
doomed.  There  too,  only  perceptible  to  Mirza  Singh's 
eyes,  was  the  slow  but  sure  rising  of  the  waters  ;  they  had 
timed  their  visit  to  the  ruined  city  correctly  ;  another  week, 
or  even  a  few  days  later,  they  would  have  been  too  late. 

This  sight  brought  satisfaction  to  Mirza  Singh,  and  he 
chuckled  silently  in  his  beard  as  he  watched  the  crafty  face 
of  Chita  Chup,  those  treacherous  eyes,  with  their  discoloured 
whites,  which  never  met  another's  glance,  but  were  always 
kept  discreetly  fixed  upon  the  ground. 

What  had  the  Eric  Sahib  done  to  allow  himself  to  fall 
into  the  clutches  of  such  a  man  ?  Mirza  Singh  was  puzzled, 
for  Kara  Bader,  the  lame  shikari,  who  was  his  scout  and 
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spy,  had  not  fully  disclosed  to  him  all  he  knew  of  the 
Sahib's  connection  with  Abdulla  the  merchant,  and  Chita 
Chup,  his  son-in-law. 

Mirza  Singh  trusted  the  lame  shikari,  who  was  a  good, 
sincere  patriot.  It  was  only  natural  for  him  to  wish  to 
deck  his  young  wife  with  jewels.  But  the  jewels  belonging 
to  the  Red  Kali  were  safe  from  him  all  the  same.  Mirza 
Singh  would  give  him  rupees  enough  to  buy  a  ruby  as  big  as 
a  pea,  so  that  he  could  adorn  his  wife's  cheek  with  the  jewel 
and  make  her  the  most  envied  woman  in  their  village. 

Kara  Bader  had  made  a  sweet-smelling  paste  of  sandal- 
wood  that  morning — a  caste  mark — and  had  placed  it 
upon  his  forehead.  So  the  treasures  belonging  to  the 
goddess  were  safe,  so  far  as  he  was  concerned. 

Eric  Dane  was  impatient  to  push  on  and  camp  within  the 
walls  of  the  city,  but  Mirza  Singh  refused  to  proceed  farther 
that  night.  So  they  decided  to  camp  upon  the  high  ground 
overlooking  the  city. 

Guy  Hungerford  was  delighted  at  the  prospect  of  explor- 
ing the  ruins,  but,  as  the  night  drew  in,  the  fatal  fit  of 
shivering  seized  him,  and  the  abnormal  drowsiness  began  to 
overtake  him. 

At  once  the  camp  fell  into  confusion,  and  a  fire  was 
quickly  lighted  ;  a  plenteous  supply  of  firewood  and  grass 
was  available,  so  that  soon  they  had  a  roaring  fire,  which 
gave  out  a  great  heat. 

Mirza  Singh  assisted  Philip  in  carrying  the  sick  man  and 
placing  him  as  near  the  fire  as  they  could  with  safety. 
Between  them  they  managed  to  force  a  strong  dose  of 
quinine  down  his  throat.  While  they  were  thus  occupied 
attending  to  the  invalid,  Eric  Dane  and  Chita  Chup,  with 
some  of  the  bearers,  left  the  camp  in  search  of  water. 
Pooran  the  grass-cutter  busied  himself  with  cooking  the 
evening  meal. 

In  the  search  for  water  Eric  Dane's  thoughts  dwelt 
constantly  upon  the  coveted  treasure  which  lay  so  close  at 
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hand.  His  mind  dwelt  too  upon  a  scheme  in  which  he  could 
successfully  overcome  Mirza  Singh's  objections,  and  enlist 
his  interest  upon  his  side.  To  simplify  matters  the  old  man 
could  have  been  easily  disposed  of,  but  there  was  the 
return  journey  to  think  of.  Dane  was  no  coward  where 
adventures  called  him,  but  to  wander  through  the  TeYai 
without  a  guide  was  another  matter. 

He  had  no  fear  of  Kara  Bader,  the  lame  shikari,  for  the 
latter  had  shown  a  marked  fancy  for  him,  in  fact,  had  gone 
out  of  his  way  to  do  him  a  service.  Three  or  four  hundred 
rupees  would  buy  the  fellow's  silence — but  he  was  no 
guide  ! 

The  moon  rose  slowly  and  majestically,  flooding  the 
valley  and  the  ruined  city  with  silvery  light.  Behind  them 
lay  the  dense  foliage  and  the  gigantic  trees  with  their 
enormous  branches,  from  which  hung  a  network  of  ligneous 
creepers — the  tangled  pathways,  the  sylvan  glades  of  the 
dread  Terai.  Before  them  the  silent  city — their  goal — 
where  the  treasures  lay  ! 

Could  Eric  Dane  resist  the  temptation  ?  He  looked  back 
to  where  the  flames  of  the  camp  fire  paled  before  the  glory 
of  the  rising  moon  ;  he  saw  the  stooping  figures  of  both  his 
cousin,  whom  he  cursed  inwardly,  and  Mirza  Singh,  as  they 
watched  the  malaria  victim.  He  saw  Pooran  busily 
engaged  at  another  fire,  cooking.  The  fellow  was  shrewd 
and  had  plenty  of  common-sense  about  him.  If  he  noted 
their  absence — his,  Eric's,  and  Chita  Chup's  and  some  of 
the  bearers — he  would  tumble  swiftly  to  a  conclusion. 
There  would  be  no  need  to  drug  Hungerford,  but,  hang  it 
all,  it  was  safest  to  put  Mirza  Singh  and  Philip  out  of  action 
for  the  time  being.  He  and  Chita  Chup  could  easily  secrete 
the  jewels  upon  their  person  ;  he'd  trust  to  luck  to  aid  him 
in  spinning  a  yarn  to  Mirza  Singh  in  the  morning — the  old 
rascal  was  not  to  know  that  he,  Eric  and  Chita  Chup,  had 
entered  the  city  and  had  stolen  the  jewels — they  had  lost 
their  way  while  in  search  of  water,  and  had  had  a  hell  of  a 
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time  finding  the  camp  again  ;  he  would  send  a  bearer  back 
with  instructions  to  give  false  information  that  he  had  seen 
two  Sahibs  and  his  men  going  in  the  opposite  direction  to 
which  they  had. 

The  whole  plot  was  flimsy  and  flat,  and  Mirza  Singh 
would  instantly  see  through  it.  But  what  would  you  have 
with  two  men,  unscrupulous  ones  at  that,  with  a  treasure 
worth  three  kings'  ransoms  within  reach — in  fact,  only  a 
stone's  throw  away — waiting  to  be  carried  off  ? 

So  they  went  in  the  direction  of  the  ruined  gateway  to 
where  the  warning  tower  rose  black  against  the  moonlight, 
for,  past  the  tower,  and  up  the  grass-grown  street  to  the  edge 
of  the  lake  rose  the  temple  of  Kali's  Jewels  wherein  sat  the 
Red  Goddess,  with  her  hands  raised  in  cursing,  and  her 
scowling  brows,  from  beneath  which  her  eyes,  full  of 
vengeance  and  wrath,  gazed  out  over  the  shimmering 
waters  of  the  lake,  the  waters  of  which  were  rapidly  rising. 
It  had  already  reached  the  steps  of  her  altar.  Eric  Dane 
was  blind  to  these  signs. 

Mirza  Singh,  and  Philip  Dane,  still  crouched  over  Guy 
Hungerford's  sleeping  form,  the  crisis  for  the  moment 
passed,  but  the  friends  still  watched  on. 

"  The  fools  have  gone,  Sahib,"  whispered  a  voice  in 
Mirza  Singh's  ear,  for  the  crouching  figure  of  Kara  Bader 
had  wormed  its  way  between  the  firelight  and  the  busy 
figure  of  Pooran  the  grass-cutter,  "  they  have  gone  in  the 
direction  of  the  city." 

"  How  many  ?  " 

"  The  Sahib,  the  jackal,  Chita  Chup,  and  three  bearers  ; 
the  remaining  bearers  have  found  water  and  have  filled 
their  gourds,  and  will  be  back  in  camp  in  a  few  minutes. 
Ka  Chhua,  a  turtle  dove,  thou  art,  0  Chita  Chup !  May  thy 
liver  turn  to  water,  and  thy  joints  crackle  with  fear,  thou 
bold  one  to  enter  the  abode  of  the  All-powerful  Red 
Goddess,"  he  muttered,  as  he  wriggled  his  way  back  from 
the  fire  to  the  dark  screen  of  a  clump  of  bamboo. 
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Pooran  was  busy,  but  not  too  busy  to  keep  an  eye  on  the 
group  by  the  fire  or  to  watch  the  moon-bathed  valley.  He 
was  swift  in  his  movements  as  he  dished  up  the  savoury 
repast,  and  drew  the  chuppatties  from  off  the  flat  stones, 
which  were  red-hot  with  the  heat  of  the  fire. 

Time  passed,  and  the  Dane  Sahib  did  not  return. 
Pooran's  wits  were  keen  ;  he  thought  it  would  be  better 
to  serve  the  meal  and  not  wait.  Presently  he  came 
running  across  the  grass  with  a  steaming  dish  of  rice  and 
curried  venison,  and  placed  it  upon  the  camp  table  which 
had  been  prepared  by  the  bearer,  who  had  returned  to 
the  camp  with  the  false  tidings  as  to  the  direction  Eric 
Dane  and  his  accomplices  had  taken. 

Philip  decided  they  would  not  wait  for  his  cousin's 
return,  but  commence  their  meal  at  once.  Anxiety  for  his 
friend  Guy,  deprived  him  of  an  appetite,  and  he  ate  spar- 
ingly. Mirza  Singh  was  hungry,  and  the  dish  presented 
much  to  his  liking,  so  he  ate  a  hearty  meal.  The  meal 
finished,  Philip  Dane  turned  to  Mirza  Singh,  for  anxiety  as 
to  his  friend's  welfare  was  now  constantly  in  his  mind. 

"  What  are  we  going  to  do,  old  friend  ?  My  cousin  has 
evidently  stolen  a  march  upon  us  and  gone  to  the  city." 
He  pointed  to  the  fire,  where  Pooran  had  been,  till  lately, 
seen  occupied ;  he  was  there  no  longer.  He  has  con- 
trived to  draw  off  all  the  bearers,  for  no  doubt  by  now 
Pooran  and  the  others  have  joined  him.  We  cannot  stay 
here,  with  Hungerford  in  the  state  he  is.  We  must  get 
away  as  soon  as  we  possibly  can.  To  save  him,  we  should 
make  a  forced  march  to  the  edge  of  this  accursed  forest. 
But  we  cannot  carry  Hungerford  far  between  us.  You  are 
too  old,  and  willing  as  I  am  I  could  not  get  very  far  carrying 
ten  stone,  or  thereabouts." 

"  But  the  jewels  ?  "  Mirza  Singh  did  not  answer  with 
his  usual  intelligence. 

"  The  jewels  are  of  little  or  no  account  to  me,  with  my 
friend't  life  in  jeopardy,  Mirza  Singh."  Philip  spoke 


Kali's  Jewels  271 


sternly.  "  After  all,  these  jewels  are  but  minerals  dug  up 
out  of  the  earth.  The  goddess  must  protect  her  treasures 
herself  ;  my  friend  is  flesh  and  blood,  and  we  must  use  all 
efforts  to  cheat  the  Terai  of  a  victim.  Come,  Mirza  Singh, 
old  friend,  it  is  not  like  you  to  speak  thus.  Use  your  wits. 
What  are  we  to  do  ?  Where  is  Kara  Bader  ?  Surely  he  is 
with  us,  and  will  do  all  in  his  power  to  persuade  some,  at 
least,  of  the  bearers  to  return  to  us  ?  " 

"  Kara  Bader  has  gone  to  carry  out  his  duty,  his  duty  to 
the  Red  Goddess."  Mirza  Singh's  voice  sounded  heavy  and 
drowsy.  "  Sahib,"  he  said  thickly,  "  I  am  overcome  with 
fatigue,  and  would  rest.  The  jewels  are  safe,  for  my 
servant,  Kara  Bader,  has  gone  to  protect  them.  .  .  ." 

His  voice  trailed  off  till  it  was  little  more  than  a  whisper. 
Philip  grasped  him  by  the  shoulder  and  shook  him  roughly. 

"  What  is  the  matter  with  you  ?  Wake  up,  Mirza  Singh. 
We  have  been  fooled,  I  tell  you." 

But  the  old  man  made  no  reply,  but  swaying  forward  he 
tried  to  right  himself,  and  only  succeeded  in  completely 
collapsing  upon  the  ground,  where  he  lay  breathing  heavily 
in  a  drugged  sleep. 

Philip  felt  his  own  senses  thickening ;  he  felt,  too,  a 
drowsiness  creeping  over  him,  but  he  rose  hurriedly  to  his 
feet  and  began  pacing  to  and  fro,  to  gain  mastery  over  the 
drug  which  he  lealised  that  both  he,  and  Mirza  Singh,  had 
had  ministered  to  them  in  their  evening  meal. 

Anger  at  Eric's  perfidy  helped  him  to  throw  off  the 
effects  of  the  drug,  while  his  mind  worked,  first  laboriously 
and  then  more  actively,  as  his  anger  grew  in  intensity. 

Guy  Hungerford  was  sleeping  peacefully.  At  his  feet 
lay  Mirza  Singh,  now  thoroughly  overcome,  and  held  fast 
in  the  clutches  of  the  drug. 

Both  fires  burnt  brightly — the  one  before  which  Guy  and 
the  old  mendicant  lay,  and  the  one  at  which  Pooran  had 
cooked  the  evening  meal.  Philip  collected  some  dried 
branches  and  piled  them  on  the  fires,  kicking  them  into 


272  Kali's  Jewels 


place  with  the  toe  of  his  boot ;  their  light  would  keep 
prowling  animals  from  coming  too  close. 

For  he,  Philip,  had  decided  to  follow  his  cousin  into  the 
ruined  city,  and  contest  with  him,  not  only  his  right  to  the 
treasures  of  the  city  of  Kali's  Jewels,  but,  if  possible,  induce 
some  of  the  bearers  to  return  with  him.  He  saw  his  revolver 
was  fully  loaded,  and,  with  one  glance  at  the  sleeping  forms 
of  his  companions,  turned  his  back  upon  them  and  set  off 
in  the  silvery  moonlight  in  the  direction  of  the  ruined 
archway. 

The  silence  of  death  hung  over  the  city,  the  silver  moon- 
beams fell  in  shafts  of  light  between  the  wide  gaps  in  her 
ruined  walls ;  huge  blocks  of  fallen  masonry  formed 
barriers  across  her  grass-grown  streets,  and  stood  out  like 
sentinels  guarding  the  secret  of  her  dead  past. 

Passing  beneath  the  ruined  gateway  ran  a  causeway 
which  spanned  a  wide  canal ;  the  moonbeams  showed  the 
rising  water  ;  it  flowed  sullenly  and  silently,  its  tide  almost 
on  a  level  with  the  edge  of  the  causeway. 

Philip  Dane  entered  the  City  of  Kali's  Jewels  from  the  top 
end  of  the  valley.  The  whole  of  the  city  lay  before  him. 
He  saw  the  dark  and  forbidding  tower,  beyond  which  lay 
the  shimmering  lake  and  the  temple  wherein  sat  the  dread 
goddess,  whose  brow  was  crowned  with  glittering  jewels,  for 
the  possession  of  which  men  were  prepared  to  sell  all  they 
held  dear — their  souls,  their  lives  and  even  honour. 

The  sight  of  the  grim-looking  tower  fascinated  Philip 
Dane  as  it  stood  out  at  the  far  side  of  the  causeway  and 
commanded  the  entrance  to  the  city  proper.  He  had  to 
pass  it.  He  felt  some  strange,  unfathomable  influence 
drawing  him  towards  the  dark,  narrow  doorway  which 
gave  access  to  it.  He  had  his  electric  torch  with  him  ;  he 
had  brought  it  in  case  of  emergencies.  He  felt  he  was 
wasting  time,  that  he  must  get  forward  upon  his  business ; 
he  felt  an  almost  fiendish  delight  in  the  thought  that  he 
hoped  to  thwart  his  cousin  in  his  thievish  design.  The 
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thought  also  of  the  low-down  trick  the  latter  had  played 
upon  him  and  Guy,  and  upon  Mirza  Singh,  further  in- 
furiated him.  He  was  determined  to  have  a  reckoning  ;  the 
score  had  mounted  too  high  ;  it  would  soon  be  out  of  his 
reach  to  reckon  with.  He  was  determined  before  it 
reached  such  a  height  that  he  would  have  his  say.  But 
he  would  inspect  the  tower  first.  His  torch  showed  the 
grim  walls  of  its  interior.  On  closer  examination  he  dis- 
covered them  to  be  of  black  marble.  A  heavy  chair  of 
metal,  he  could  not  tell  of  what  age,  hung  suspended 
through  a  large  gap  in  the  ceiling.  Narrow  steps  of  black 
marble  led  up  into  the  intense  darkness  above  him. 

He  decided  to  ascend  the  steps ;  his  footfalls  echoed 
noisily  in  the  wide  aperture  above  him.  The  steps  termin- 
ated in  a  loft,  the  wood  of  the  flooring  being  of  teak ;  which 
had  escaped  the  ravages  of  decay  owing  to  its  hardness. 
Above  him  the  flash  of  his  torch  revealed  a  bell,  a  massive 
bronze  bell ;  the  platform  beneath  was  narrow,  and  the 
cavity  wide.  He  flashed  his  torchlight  through  it  as  he 
knelt  alone.  It  revealed  the  dim  well  of  the  tower  and  the 
marble  steps  by  which  he  had  ascended. 

A  sound  suddenly  broke  up  the  intensity  of  the  silence 
surrounding  him ;  he  rose  to  his  feet,  shut  off  his  light, 
and  waited. 

The  sound  was  a  footstep ,  it  was  repeated  as  someone 
entered  the  tower  below,  followed  by  the  pattering  of  naked 
feet. 

"  You  say  the  water  has  risen  so  high  we  cannot  reach 
the  temple  to-night  ?  " 

It  was  his  cousin  Eric's  voice  that  broke  the  silence. 

"  This  is  damned  fools'  talk  ;  there  must  be  an  entrance 
other  than  by  the  lake  ?  " 

"  Sahib,  thy  servant,  Chita  Chup,  has  gone  with  the 
others  to  explore  the  city,  to  see  if  there  is  another  way  by 
which  she,  who  is  the  Red  Goddess,  may  be  approached." 

Philip  recognised  Pooran's  voice. 

SK 
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Eric  Dane  was  also  supplied  with  a  torch  ;  its  pale  light 
flashed  up  through  the  aperture  and  picked  out  the  bell, 
which  had  hung  in  its  present  position  for  nearly  a  century. 

"  Go,  and  tell  them  to  report  to  me  here  so  soon  as  they 
have  found  the  way.  They  must  move  swiftly,  for  the 
work  we  have  to  do  must  be  done  to-night." 

"  Will  the  Sahib  not  come  with  me,  for  much  time  is 
wasted  coming  and  going  between  the  temple  and  the 
tower,  Sahib  ?  " 

"  Have  you  found  Kara  Bader  ?  "  Dane  ignored  the 
question  by  asking  another. 

"  No,  Sahib."    There  was  a  pause. 

"  Why  are  you  waiting  ?  "  His  cousin's  voice  sounded 
to  Philip  harsh  and  forbidding. 

"  Sahib,  the  goddess  is  powerful  and  her  vengeance  is  of 
death  !  She  is  the  All-powerful  One,  the  mother  of  Paradise, 
goddess  of  disease  and  destruction — mother  of  death  !  " 

"  Are  you  afraid  of  the  goddess's  vengeance,  Pooran  ?  " 
Dane  spoke  sneeringly. 

"  If  the  Sahib  is  with  me,  no  !  But  alone "  And  the 

man  began  to  mutter  and  whimper. 

"  Look  here,  you  fool,  the  goddess  has  no  power  to  harm 
you.  I,  the  Sahib  who  has  the  responsibility  of  this  expedi- 
tion on  his  shoulders,  will  protect  you."  He  lowered  his 
voice  and  spoke  reassuringly.  "  No  harm  will  befall  you, 
I  promise  you  that.  Some  one  must  guard  the  entrance  to 
the  city,  for,  if  that  old  reprobate,  Mirza  Singh,  should 
arouse  himself  from  sleep,  he  will  surely  follow  us.  And — 
who  knows  ? — he  deals  in  magic  ;  he  may  spirit  the  jewels 
away,  for  he  has  the  evil  power.  You  have  more  to  fear  from 
Mirza  Singh  than  the  Red  Kali  any  day.  No,  go,  and  go 
swiftly,  and  say  as  you  go,  '  Kali  has  no  power  here  among 
ruins,  for,  if  she  had  power,  would  she  desire  that  ruins 
only  should  do  poja  to  her  ?  No,  she  would  have  a  city  of 
the  living  to  worship  her,  not  a  city  of  the  dead.'  Go  ;  I 
tell  you  Kali  no  longer  reigns  over  this  city,  for  it  is  no 
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longer  a  city,  but  a  place  of  the  dead.  And  you  say  your 
goddess  is  a  goddess  of  the  living  !  " 

"  Thou  hast  spoken  words  of  wisdom,  Sahib.  I  will  go, 
and  in  going,  will  say  the  Sahib  has  power  because  he  guards 
and  commands  the  living,  but  Kali  has  none,  for  she  only 
guards  the  dead." 

He  salaamed  profoundly,  and  the  soft  pattering  of  naked 
feet  told  the  listener  that  Pooran  had  departed. 

Left  alone,  Eric  Dane  paced  the  square  chamber  for  some 
minutes,  till  he  at  length  paused  before  the  narrow  doorway 
leading  to  the  street.  A  moonbeam  filtered  through  and 
fell  full  upon  him  as  he  stood  between  the  lintels  with  his 
head  turned  in  the  direction  of  the  causeway.  After  stand- 
ing some  seconds  thus,  he  turned  back  into  the  tower 
again.  His  torch  threw  its  pale  light  upon  the  encircling 
walls  and  the  narrow  flight  of  marble  steps,  upon  the  teak 
ceiling  overhead  with  the  wide  aperture  in  the  centre. 
Philip  heard  him  cross  the  floor  and  examine  the  steps. 

"  I  wonder  what  is  up  there  ?  "  he  heard  him  mutter 
aloud. 

There  was  a  momentary  pause ;  then  he  heard  his 
cousin's  footsteps  slowly  begin  to  mount  the  steps. 

Philip  drew  back  and  placed  his  back  to  the  wall, 
prepared  to  await  events. 

So  history  was  about  to  repeat  itself ,  he  ruminated  ;  for 
here  in  a  bell-tower  were  about  to  assemble  the  representa- 
tives of  the  house  of  Dane — between  whom,  as  of  yore,  the 
power  of  a  deadly  hate  reigned. 

The  footsteps  drew  nearer.  Without  the  tower  the 
silence  which  brooded  over  the  ruined  city  was  broken  by 
the  heavy  and  sullen  whisperings  of  the  waters  as  they 
crept  higher  and  higher,  till  they  completely  submerged 
the  altar  steps  of  the  temple  of  the  Red  Goddess  and  flooded 
the  sweeping  terraces  of  her  marble  palaces. 

The  light  of  Eric  Dane's  torch  flashed  into  his  kinsman's 
eyes  as  the  former  reached  the  topmost  step.  There  was 
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a  muttered  exclamation,  followed  by  Eric  speaking  in  his 
usual  suave  and  easy  manner. 

"  So  you  have  arrived  here  before  me  ?  "  The  torchlight 
rested  upon  Philip's  form  for  a  few  seconds,  then  it  travelled 
swiftly  round  the  loft  till  it  finally  rested  upon  the  great 
bronze  bell  hanging  suspended  above  them. 

"  Damned  strange  coincidence,  don't  you  think,  cousin 
mine  ?  " 

The  light  travelled  swiftly  back  till  its  beams  fell  full  upon 
Philip's  face,  when  it  remained  stationary. 

"  Put  down  that  light.  I  cannot  speak  to  you  with  that 
wretched  thing  shining  full  in  my  eyes."  His  voice  fell 
calmly.  "  You  need  not  be  afraid  ;  I  shall  not  shoot." 

"  I  am  not  so  sure.  You  have  done  many  worse  things 
to  me."  The  voice  held  a  sneer. 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?  I  think  the  boot  is  on  the  other 
foot.  What  about  the  drug  you  caused  to  be  administered 
to  old  Miiza  Singh  and  myself,  through  your  tool  Pooran, 
a  native  ?  "  Philip  was  sarcastic.  "  While  you  came  on 
here,  and  did  a  bit  of  thieving,  also  with  natives,  eh  ? 
Answer  me  that !  A  pretty  low-down  trick  to  serve  an 
old  man — to  say  nothing  of  me  !  " 

"  Prove  your  words,  Cousin  Philip.  I  know  nothing  of 
drugs.  You  are  speaking  through  your  hat  as  per  usual. 
You  question  my  presence  here  in  the  city  and  accuse  me  of 
thieving  motives.  What  about  yourself?  What  are  you 
doing  here  ?  "  He  broke  off  for  an  instant,  and  then  went 
on  sarcastically,  "  Thieving,  indeed.  I  am  after  a  treasure 
which  is  here  at  the  liberty  of  any  man's  picking.  You  go 
in  for  a  much  more  vital  game  than  jewel-stealing.  Your 
stealing  can  be  called  by  a  very  ugly  name.  Kali's  Jewels 
belong  to  no  man,  but  my  wife  does.  You  have  been  living 
under  the  mantle  of  self -righteousness  and  cousinsbip  and 
plajang  a  licentious  game  with  your  cousin's  wife." 

Phil  Dane  felt  the  mantle  of  hereditary  transmission 
descend  upon  him ;  he  felt  all  the  deadly  hatred  he  was 
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capable  of,  fill  his  veins  and  sap  his  senses.  He  felt  all  the 
murderous  venom  which  had  flooded  his  ancestors'  blood  a 
century  ago,  flood  his  own.  His  ancestor  had  no  provoca- 
tion, but  he,  Philip,  had  deadly  provocation.  If  he  had  the 
ropes,  he  would  lash  Eric  Dane  to  the  teak  supports  and 
with  his  own  hand  set  the  rusted  mechanism  in  order,  and  so 
let  the  bell  come  crashing  down,  nor  would  he  allow  there 
to  be  a  possibility  of  the  bell  missing  by  the  eighth  of  an 
inch.  No,  he  would  see  that  the  bell  did  its  destructive 
work  well,  and  so  blot  out  of  existence  this  scoundrel  who 
was  of  his  own  blood.  That  which  he  had  fought  against  so 
strenuously  all  his  life — the  transmission  of  his  ancestor's 
sin — the  lust  of  crime,  was  now  full  upon  him.  He  had 
wrestled  against  it  and  fought  it  with  the  whole  strength 
of  his  being.  It  had  made  him  shrink  from  his  fellow-men ; 
made  him  ashamed  to  look  the  world  in  the  face,  now  it  had 
its  revenge,  and  masteied  him. 

In  a  moment  he  had  sprung  forward  with  hands  out- 
stretched to  seize  his  enemy  and  to  throttle  the  vile  words 
in  his  throat.  The  torch  had  fallen  from  Eric  Dane's  hands 
and  lay  upon  the  floor  shedding  a  broad  pathway  of  light. 
As  both  men  were  about  to  close  with  each  other  in  deadly 
combat  a  slim  figure  threw  itself  between  them  and  a 
hoarse  voice  cried : 

"No!    No!    Don't  fight!" 

It  was  the  fever-laden  voice  of  Guy  Hungerford,  beseech- 
ing them,  and  clinging  to  Philip,  impeding  his  movements. 
"  I  promised  her,  I  tell  you,  I  would  stand  between."  And 
the  form  of  the  sick  man  suddenly  crumpled  up  and 
collapsed  upon  the  floor  between  them. 

Almost  instantaneously  Philip  Dane's  anger  left  him, 
and  he  fell  upon  his  knees  and  passed  his  arms  under 
Guy's  shoulders  and  raised  him  to  a  sitting  position,  as 
paroxysms  of  shivering  seized  the  latter,  which  con- 
tinued for  some  minutes.  Philip  had  no  flask,  or  quinine, 
with  him. 
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"  Have  you  a  flask  on  you  ?  "  he  asked  roughly,  without 
raising  his  eyes. 

"  No,  I  have  not,"  was  his  cousin's  sullen  reply. 

At  that  moment  hurrying  footsteps  were  heard  below. 

"  The  water  is  rising  !  Flee  for  your  life,  Sahib.  It  has 
reached  the  edge  of  the  causeway  and  is  flowing  across  the 
road.  Hurry,  Sahib,  there  is  no  time  to  lose." 

It  was  the  voice  of  Pooran  the  grass-cutter,  and  he  was 
gone  in  an  instant.  The  sound  of  his  retreating  footsteps 
had  no  sooner  died  away  than  the  silence  was  broken  by  the 
voice  of  Mirza  Singh  calling  loudly  for  Guy  Hungerford. 
With  him  was  the  lame  hunter,  Kara  Bader,  and  they  both 
had  entered  the  tower.  Philip  called  to  him. 

"  I  am  here,  Mirza  Singh,  up  in  the  loft  of  the  tower,  and 
with  me  is  the  Hungerford  Sahib.  For  the  love  of  heaven, 
come  quickly  and  help  me  carry  him  down." 

The  old  man,  followed  by  the  hunter,  could  be  heard 
groping  his  way,  to  the  tower  steps,  where  a  glimmer  of 
light  from  Eric  Dane's  torch  could  be  seen.  The  latter 
made  as  if  he  would  descend,  but  Mirza  Singh  barred  his 
way. 

"  Thou  art  here,  Eric  Dane  Sahib,  thou  who  wouldst  rob 
the  goddess  of  her  jewels.  The  waters  have  risen  sooner 
than  thou  didst  reckon  for.  But  I,  Mirza  Singh,  knew 
different.  Thou  hadst  better  hurry  while  there  is  yet  time 
to  leave  the  city  alive,  for  the  vengeance  of  the  goddess  has 
descended  and  has  rested  upon  thy  accomplices." 

"  What  do  you  mean,  old  fool  ?    Tell  me  instantly." 

"  Old  fool,  thou  wouldst  name  me — an  honest  old  fool 
who  would  not  stoop  to  drag  and  expose  to  a  cruel  death  the 
hand  that  has  but  heaped  kindness  upon  thee.  Yes,  go,  for 
the  poor  fool  Chita  Chup  and  his  fellows,  who  have  denied 
the  sacred  solitude  of  the  goddess  by  their  unholy  presence, 
are  all  drowned." 

"  Drowned?  "  muttered  Eric  Dane  in  astonishment 

"  Yes,  all  drowned." 
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But  Philip  was  calling  to  Mirza  Singh  to  hurry  with 
the  flask.  He  came  ;  but  the  way  was  still  barred  to 
Eric  Dane  by  Kara  Bader,  the  lame  hunter. 

"  Sahib,"  whispered  the  hunter,  "  while  there  is  yet  time, 
fly,  and  return  not  to  Bundapur,  nor  to  Nandapur,  for 
Abdulla,  the  wealthy  merchant,  holds  but  lightly  the  secret 
of  the  murdered  hunchback,  whose  body  is  still  floating  in 
the  river  below  Nandapur,  and  if  thou  dost  not  bring  back 
the  treasure  with  thee,  the  jewels  belonging  unto  the  Red 
Kali,  who  shall  say  what  evil  shall  befall  thee  !  " 

"  Whither  shall  I  go  ?  "he  asked  helplessly,  looking  into 
the  dark  face  of  the  lame  hunter.  "  The  bearers  are 
drowned,  or  at  least  those  are  who  would  come  with  me. 
And  how  can  I  find  my  way  through  the  Terai  ?  " 

"  Mirza  Singh  knows  the  hidden  paths  of  the  Te"ral ;  he 
will  tell  thee  of  a  way  thou  canst  take  in  safety." 

The  spirits  forced  down  Guy  Hungerford's  throat  had 
revived  him. 

"  I  woke  after  you  had  gone,  Sahib,"  whispered  Mirza 
Singh.  "  The  Hungerford  Sahib  disturbed  me  crawling  over 
my  body.  I  fought  with  the  drug  and  recovered  my  senses 
enough  to  follow  him  here."  The  old  man  glanced  across  at 
Eric  Dane.  "  Thou  didst  pit  thy  wits  against  the  old  fool 
and  lost  I  I,  Mirza  Singh,  knew  the  time  of  the  rising  of  the 
waters.  I  led  thee  by  a  long  route  to  this  spot  many  days 
out  of  the  direct  course.  I  judged  my  time  correctly,  as 
already  proved,  for  the  waters  have  prevented  all  access  to 
the  temple  of  the  Red  Goddess.  Go  back  to  the  camp. 
Thou  shalt  find  thy  accomplice  Pooran ;  fill  thy  pockets 
with  a  day's  rations,  then  turn  thy  face  towards  the  south, 
and  go  straight  as  an  arrow  from  the  bow,  and  within  twelve 
hours  thou  shalt  reach  the  village  wherein  doth  dwell  the 
nephew — he  who  heard  the  bell — of  Kara  Bader.  Go, 
travel  on  from  there  to  Karachi,  and  leave  India  for  ever — 
for  Abdulla  holds  secrets  lightly." 

Eric  Dane's  face  was  grey  with  suppressed  passion,  but  he 
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knew  it  was  of  no  use  to  stay  and  argue,  for  they  were  three 
to  one,  and  Mirza  Singh  and  Kara  Bader  held  the  trump- 
cards. 

Before  he  went  his  eyes  sought  out  those  of  his  cousin, 
Philip  Dane,  and  his  lips  uttered  but  a  few  words  : 

"  I  shall  not  forget  this  night ;  and  I  shall  be  even  with 
you  and  her  when  the  time  comes." 

They  heard  his  rapidly  retreating  footsteps  echoing  for  a 
few  moments  till  they  were  swallowed  up  in  the  loud 
whispering  of  the  swollen  floods. 

Suddenly  the  rusted  chain  creaked  loudly,  the  huge  bell 
above  their  heads  began  to  move  slowly,  to  descend,  and 
the  tower  shook  with  the  vibration  of  the  sound  as  the  bell 
began  to  toll  the  doom  of  the  City  of  Kali's  Jewels. 

Philip  Dane,  assisted  by  Kara  Bader,  carried  Guy  down 
the  marble  steps  through  the  tower  doorway  out  into  the 
full  light  of  the  silver  moon. 

The  water  was  flowing  swiftly  over  the  causeway  ;  they 
had  to  hurry.  As  it  was,  they  waded  knee-deep  in  water 
till  they  reached  the  archway  ;  and,  passing  beneath,  soon 
reached  high  ground  and  were  safe. 

The  glow  of  the  camp-fire  appeared  as  the  beckoning 
hand  of  a  friend.  The  little  party  had  not  proceeded  far 
on  their  way  to  its  welcome  warmth  when  a  loud  crash 
behind  them  seemed  to  shake  the  very  foundations  of  the 
earth.  They  turned  to  discover  that  the  archway  had 
collapsed ;  its  huge  blocks  of  stone  had  fallen  like  a  pack 
of  cards  ;  but  their  massiveness  thus  blocked  up  for  ever 
the  entrance  to  the  city  of  Kali's  Jewels. 

Upon  arriving  at  the  camp  they  found  a  couple  of  bearers 
awaiting  them ;  they  were  the  two  men  who  had  gone  in 
search  of  Eric  Dane  earlier  in  the  evening.  Fear  of  being 
ultimately  lost  had  driven  them  back  to  camp. 

Guy  Hungerford  had  slipped  back  into  a  state  of 
abnormal  drowsiness,  not  even  the  rough  ground  over  which 
they  had  to  carry  him  could  disturb  his  deep  slumber. 
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Philip  and  Kara  Bader  placed  him  upon  the  mossy  couch 
Mirza  Singh  and  the  two  men  had  hurriedly  prepaied  for 
him.  The  fire  was  stirred  into  a  big  blaze  so  that  all  possible 
warmth  could  be  got  for  the  sick  man.  Both  Philip  and 
the  old  mendicant  worked  unfailingly  throughout  the 
remaining  hours  of  the  night  to  rouse  him  from  the  terrible 
state  of  lethargic  coma  into  which  he  had  fallen.  But  all 
their  efforts  were  in  vain,  for,  as  the  moon  disappeared 
from  view  behind  the  heavy  ridge  of  tree-tops  and  the 
darkness  of  the  hour  before  dawn  closed  in  upon  them, 
the  watchers  knew  the  sufferer  had  passed  beyond  all 
human  aid,  and  all  hope  of  his  friend's  recovery  died  in 
Philip  Dane's  breast.  For  sleep,  deep  sleep,  closed  Guy 
Hungerford's  eyes  and  chilled  his  soul.  Sleep,  from  which 
in  this  world  there  is  no  awakening,  held  him  fast  within 
its  deadly  grasp.  And  the  Te'ral  gained  another  victim. 


CHAPTER  XXIII 

"  I  TELL'E  Sammy  Hake  be  no  fool.  I  tell'e  I  saw  him. 
Barney  the  Sexton,  him  what  my  father  did  say  rang  the 
warning  bell  afore  I  was  born." 

"  Barney  the  Sexton  be  dead  come  ninety  year  or  more 
come  Barnstaple  Fair,  Sammy.  The  storm  has  gotten 
in  thee  head." 

The  burly  fishermen  exchanged  glances.  Old  Sammy 
Hake  was  "  fay."  It  was  an  Irish  word  introduced  into 
the  village  by  an  Irish  family  named  Blakeley  a  century 
or  more  ago. 

"  Na !  Na  !  I  tell'e  it  was  old  Barney.  I  mind  how 
father  showed  me  old  sexton's  figure — how  it  bent  so  !  " 
continued  the  oldest  inhabitant  of  the  village,  Sammy 
Hake.  So  old  was  he  that  the  real  number  of  his  years 
was  forgotten.  The  church  register  said  ninety-six.  Some 
believed  the  old  man  was  even  older  than  this. 

"  I  mind  the  bent  figure.  It  was  so  !  "  he  repeated, 
and  he  tried  to  bend  his  already  crooked  back  till  he  nearly 
overbalanced  himself,  only  Joe  Blakeley  was  supporting 
him. 

"  I  tell'e  lads,  there  be  wrecks  to-night.  I  tell'e  there 
be  a  ship  making  straight  for  Dead  Man's  Point,  and 
Barney  the  Sexton  be  gone  to  ring  church  bell.  Who  else 
would  ring  the  bell  but  Barney  ?  "  He  raised  his  quaver- 
ing old  voice  in  indignation.  "  I  seed  him  with  my  own 
eyes,  lads,  a-climbing  the  cliff  path.  Ah  !  a  stiff  climb  for 
an  old  man  like  Barney  on  such  a  night." 

The  fishermen  nudged  one  another,  and  Bill  Barlow, 
the  inn-keeper  on  the  other  side  of  the  bar,  with  the  rows 
of  shining  pewter  mugs  before  him,  and  the  dim  ship's 
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lamp  hanging  above  his  head,  dropped  the  lid  of  his  left 
eye  in  a  slow  wink  to  his  boon  companion  and  customer, 
Luke  Taylor,  the  village  postman. 

Outside  the  bar  of  The  Three  Jolly  Sailors  a  storm 
raged,  and  the  waves  below  the  cliff  rose  mountains  high 
and  broke  in  a  thunder  of  fury  upon  the  cruel,  red  rock 
of  the  wild  west  coast. 

While  these  rough  fishermen  listened  to  the  storm's 
fury  a  sudden  pause  fell  upon  the  world  outside.  Old 
Sammy  Hake  tottered  to  the  inn  door  and  opened  it. 
The  wild  west  wind  had  suddenly  stayed  its  fury,  as  if 
pausing  to  collect  fresh  strength  for  a  still  greater  on- 
slaught. The  sea  could  be  heard  in  a  dull,  thunderous 
roar  as  the  waves  dashed  their  might  against  rock  and  cliff. 
The  fishermen  crowding  the  bar  of  The  Three  Jolly  Sailors 
followed  the  old  man's  figure  as  he  passed  through  the 
doorway  and  stood  outside  the  building  in  the  storm,  his 
almost  sightless  eyes  peering  in  the  direction  where  the 
old  grey  church  stood  on  the  summit  of  the  cliff.  His 
face  was  ashen  grey  as  he  turned  with  uplifted  hand  to 
command  silence. 

"  The  bell,  I  tell'e— the  bell !  Barney  the  Sexton  be 
ringing  the  warning  bell.  There  be  a  ship,  I  tell'e,  com- 
ing straight  for  Dead  Man's  Point." 

The  pause  in  the  storm  had  been  only  momentary, 
before  the  wind  was  again  blowing  big  guns. 

No  man  in  the  little  company  which  crowded  round 
the  bent  old  form  of  Sammy  Hake  could  deny,  or  affirm, 
the  old  man's  statement,  but  at  the  moment  from  the  inn 
door  could  be  seen,  away  out  at  sea,  the  blue  light  of  a 
rocket  shoot  up  into  the  dark,  storm-swept  sky.  Sure 
enough  a  ship  was  in  distress,  and  she  was  being  driven 
straight  for  the  cruel,  red  rock  of  Dead  Man's  Point. 

The  grey  dawn  widened  in  the  east,  the  storm-clouds 
of  the  tempestuous  night  were  moving  swiftly  towards 
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the  horizon,  leaving  in  their  wake  patches  of  clear  sky. 
Pale  stars  twinkled  faintly  as  the  dawn's  more  powerful 
light  quickly  extinguished  them  one  by  one. 

Objects  took  shape.  The  coarse  wet  grass  on  the 
rugged,  wind-swept  cliff  bent  in  furrows  before  the  gale 
like  the  waves  of  the  sea.  The  ruined  walls  of  an  ancient 
building,  stark  and  grey,  stood  out  grimly  desolate  against 
the  heavy,  storm-clouded  sky  of  the  west.  Grey  seagulls 
circled  and  hovered  over  the  restless,  grey  waste,  their 
plaintive  cry  ever  persistently  heard  above  the  moaning 
of  the  wind  and  the  thunder  of  the  breakers  upon  rock 
and  shingle  beach. 

Grim,  red  rocks  they  were,  and  they  rose  ever- 
triumphantly  above  the  swirling  inrush  of  the  foam- 
flecked  waves ;  for  upon  their  sharp  teeth  a  cargo  boat 
— found  later  to  have  been  bound  from  Karachi  to  the 
port  of  London — broke  her  back  and  ripped  her  sides. 
The  waves  now  dashed  their  almost  exhausted  fury  over 
her  shattered  timbers ;  they  carried  her  cargo  swirling 
in  between  the  smaller  rocks,  and,  as  they  licked  the  foot 
of  the  cave,  beneath  its  shelter  the  voice  of  their  fury 
quietened.  Into  silent  pool  and  crevice  they  forced  their 
way,  till,  finally  reaching  the  clear  shelf  of  beach,  they 
curled  and  sighed,  their  spent  forces  foam-trimmed. 
Then,  with  a  long-drawn  sigh,  they  left  their  spoil  high 
and  dry,  to  return  whence  they  came,  their  hunger  for 
the  time  sated. 

Into  the  pool  at  the  foot  of  the  cave  they  again 
returned,  swirling  and  sighing.  This  time  it  was  not 
cargo  they  brought,  but  an  offering,  a  sacrifice,  upon 
which  they  had  wrecked  their  cruel  sport.  They  had 
sacrificed  it  first  upon  their  own  altar,  and,  having  no 
further  desire  of  it,  cast  it  up  in  mock  reverence  at  the 
foot  of  the  place  from  whence  it  had  first  come.  They 
swirled  and  ebbed  round  the  pool,  caressing  the  rough, 
rocky  side,  as  if  reluctant  to  part  wither  to  leave  their  prey, 
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asking  the  rocks  to  deal  gently  with  what  they  were  leav- 
ing in  their  care.  Then,  being  assured  of  the  rock's  safe 
custody,  the  waves  suddenly  resented  their  former  deci- 
sion and,  with  sullen  haste,  strove  to  retrieve  their  spoil ; 
but  they  were  too  late,  for  their  victim  had  floated  beyond 
the  encircling  rock  into  calm  water.  And  the  calm  water 
bore  it  reverently  to  the  strip  of  shingle  beach,  and 
placed  it  high  out  of  reach,  and  there  left  it. 

For,  although  the  crystal  failed  to  disclose  the  guilty 
secret  of  Widow  Blakeley  and  Hake  the  fisherman — the 
exchange  of  infants  beneath  the  trees  in  the  gap  in  the 
hedge  in  the  old  vicarage  garden,  on  that  storm-swept 
night  a  century  ago — Eric  Dane  had  come  home  to  his 
inheritance. 

Spring  came  to  the  warm  west  coast,  and  with  it  came 
the  gentle  breezes  and  the  tiny  white  clouds  which  flecked 
the  blue  sky.  Hill  and  dale  showed  a  pale  sheen  of  green, 
while  the  brooks  leaped  and  gurgled  beneath  the 
bending  hart's  tongues  ;  rooks  cawed  in  the  tall  elms  and 
the  lambs  bleated  on  the  sweeping  downs,  for  spring, 
gentle,  sweetly-perfumed  spring,  had  come  to  bless  the 
earth. 

Nancy  Dane  came  home  to  Lee  Haven  to  be  with  her 
late  husband's  people,  to  live  with  them  in  the  quiet 
seclusion  of  the  long,  low  house  with  the  many  windows, 
which  was  overshadowed  by  the  tall  trees  bordering  the 
garden  walk.  The  gap  in  the  hedge  was  still  there,  just 
as  it  had  been  over  a  century  ago ;  but  it  brought  no 
memory  to  her  of  the  scene  the  crystal  had  unfolded  to  her, 
for  that  night  to  her  was  shrouded  in  mystery,  the  obscurity 
of  which  she  thought  best  not  to  try  to  fathom. 

She  often  went  to  the  gap,  for  it  gave  a  view  of  a  wooded 
valley,  a  strip  of  glistening  beach,  red  iron-stone  cliff,  and 
the  ruined  walls  of  a  church,  and  beyond — the  glistening, 
dancing  sea.  But  it  never  disclosed  the  secret  of  Widow 
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Blakeley's  sin  and  her  vow  that  no  son  of  Morton  Dane 
should  inherit  the  broad,  smiling  acres  of  Haven  Park. 

Spring  and  Nancy  Dane  walked  in  the  wooded  ravine, 
where  a  century  ago  the  pack-horses  waited  for  the  Seamew 
cargo,  and  where  Morton  Dane  lied  so  glibly  to  the  waiting 
smugglers.  A  blue  mist  of  wild  hyacinths  now  carpeted 
the  mossy  glade,  and  a  delicate  mantle  of  green  decked 
the  young  saplings.  Primroses,  like  pale  yellow  stars, 
peeped  from  between  the  leaves  of  the  ground-ivy,  while 
the  graceful  wild  daffodils  hung  their  heads  shyly  as  the 
sunbeams,  filtering  through  the  branches  overhead,  fell 
upon  them. 

Nancy  had  received  a  letter  that  morning  from  Fenella 
Carlton  telling  her  of  her  engagement  to  Captain  Black. 
Nancy  was  glad,  for  she  liked  Nevelle  Black,  and  she  felt 
she  could  trust  him  to  make  her  friend  happy,  for  Guy 
Hungerford's  death  had  left  a  deep  weight  of  remorse 
upon  her  shoulders,  for  she  felt  alone  responsible  for  his 
untimely  fate. 

Now  that  Fenella's  letter  portrayed  a  great  happiness, 
she  felt  less  depressed,  and  thankful  that  her  friend  had 
found  a  solace  for  her  sorrow  so  quickly.  But  it  did  not 
prevent  Nancy  from  still  feeling  grieved  for  the  young  life 
she  had  been  instrumental  in  sending  to  its  death. 

The  glade  narrowed  as  she  approached  the  path  leading 
to  the  highway.  She  found  her  way  barred.  Philip  Dane 
stood  before  her,  hat  in  hand,  with  the  shafts  of  sunlight 
falling  full  upon  his  slight,  upright  figure,  his  bronzed, 
lean  features,  and  his  dark,  handsome  head.  She  did  not 
try  to  pass  him,  but  stood  before  him  with  her  eyes  held 
by  his,  and  her  hand  holding  a  bunch  of  pale  wood-violets. 
She  waited  for  him  to  speak. 

"  Nancy,"  he  said,  and  his  voice  was  low  with  the  deep 
note  of  a  great  love  flowing  through  it.  "  Will  you  ever 
be  able  to  forget  that  I  am  Morton  Dane's  great-grandson  ? 
Will  you  ever  be  able  to  trust  the  descendant  of  a  man  so 
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notoriously  cruel,  and  whose  ways  were  so  full  of  evil? 
Will  you  ever  look  with  kindly  eyes  on  the  man  in  whose 
veins  flows  his  blood  ?  " 

The  rooks  in  the  tall  elms  overhead  cawed  loudly  one  to 
another  :  "  It  is  false  ;  it  is  false."  The  wild  pigeons  cooed 
an  echo  :  "  Yes,  it  is  false  ;  it  is  false."  While  the  brook 
at  their  feet  babbled  noisily  over  the  smooth  round  stones  : 
"  He  is  not  Morton  Dane's  descendant.  No,  he  is  not,  for 
he  is  John  Dane's  boy.  We  saw  the  exchange  as  we  flowed 
past  the  gap  in  the  hedge  a  century  ago."  But  the  human 
knew  not  the  interpretation  of  Nature's  chatter,  and 
continued  in  ignorance  to  bear  the  sins  of  another. 

Nancy  Dane  made  no  reply,  but  the  heavy-fringed  lids 
drooped  quickly  over  the  large,  hazel  eyes,  and  a  faint  tinge 
of  colour  rose  to  her  pale  cheeks.  He  caught  her  hand, 
the  wild  wood-violets  fell  scattered  on  the  moss  at  their 
feet.  She  made  no  effort  to  withdraw  her  hand  ;  he  took 
courage,  and  the  light  of  hope  sprang  into  his  eyes. 

"  I  have  wanted  to  tell  you  more  fully  of  the  scene  which 
took  place  in  the  bell-tower  in  the  ruined  city  in  the  forest 
of  the  Terai,  but  I  have  never  found  courage  enough  to 
tell  you  till  now."  Her  eyes  gave  him  the  courage  he 
wished.  "  The  transmission  of  my  ancestor's  evil  character 
fell  upon  me  like  an  enveloping  cloak,  and  the  will  was  in 
me,  urging  me  to  torture  my  kinsman  in  the  same  way  as 
he,  in  his  time,  tortured  his  kinsman,  Eric's  ancestor,  John 
Dane,  a  century  ago.  I  feel  constantly  the  full  degrading 
shame  of  his  guilty  conscience  interwoven  in  mine.  Yes 
I,  Philip  Dane,  was  filled  with  the  desire  to  give  pain  and 
to  cause  death  intentionally  to  the  man  I  hated." 

A  magpie  shrieked  defiance  while  the  brook  still  babbled 
on  :  "He  provoked  you,  he  provoked  you,"  it  said  lightly. 

"  Confessing  this,"  continued  Philip,  "  will  you  ever  be 
able  to  trust  your  life  into  my  keeping  ?  "  Nancy  tried 
to  speak,  but  he  had  not  finished,  for  he  confessed  to  her 
the  deception  he  had  been  guilty  of — the  episode  of  the 
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sprained  ankle,  and  the  shame  of  eavesdropping.  "  I 
know  I  am  thoroughly  unworthy  of  your  trust — but  I 
love  you."  He  bent  his  head  till  he  felt  the  soft  tendrils 
of  her  hair  touch  his  face. 

Nancy's  fingers  tightened  upon  his.  She  wanted  to 
speak,  to  say  she  trusted  him — trusted  him  through  all, 
trusted  him  and  would  still  trust  him  till  the  end  of  time — 
but  her  lips  refused  to  form  the  needed  words.  They 
trembled  with  the  message  of  hope  they  wanted  to  convey, 
but  were  powerless  to  do  so.  He  saw  that  they  trembled, 
and  for  him  there  was  no  longer  need  for  words,  for  he 
caught  her  in  his  arms,  and,  pressing  his  own  lips  to  hers, 
stayed  their  effort  to  speak. 

The  shadows  lengthened  upon  the  meadow  grasses,  the 
birds  twittered  as  they  busied  themselves  storing  the  day's 
gleanings  of  twisted  twig  and  horse-hair  gathered  for  the 
building  of  their  cosy  nests. 

The  rooks  flew  home  noisily,  cawing  aggressively  as  they 
went.  The  mother  sheep  bleated  plaintively  as  she  called 
her  lambkin  to  the  shelter  of  a  thick  bread-and-cheese 
hedge,  and  the  lovers  walked  homeward  hand  in  hand 
down  the  glen  pathway,  and  kissed  beneath  the  shelter 
of  the  alder  tree — as  lovers  did  a  century  ago. 
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The  New  Canada  By  J.  E.  RAT 

Handsomely  bound  in  cloth,  price  4s.  6d.  net. 
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of  some  of  the  most  historic  trials.     Mary  Queen  of  Scots,  Colonel  Blood,  Warren 
Hastings,  Captain  Kidd,  and  Eugene  Aram  are  some  of  the  notabilities  whose 
trials  he  reviews. 

Reichenbach's  Letters  on  Od  and  Magnetism 

A   translation   from   the   German   by   F.   D.    O'BTRNE 

Handsomely  bound  in  cloth,   price   7s.    6d.    net. 

The  translation  of  these  letters  epitomising  the  results  of  the  researches  of  a 
famous  scientific  investigator  will  excite  the  greatest  interest  in  every  field  of 
psychic  and  occult  research. 

Blotted    'Scutcheons :      Some    Society    Causes 
Celebres  By  HORACE  WTNDHAM 

Author  of  "  The  Mayfair  Calendar,"  etc. 

In  one  large  handsome  volume  with  numerous  illustrations,  price  18$.  net. 
An  interesting  series  of  studies.     Deals  with  such  well  known  cases  as  those 
of  Belt,  Chetwynd,  Dilke,  Dodd,  Mr.  Norton  and  others 

Historic  Lovers  By  W.  L.  GEORGE 

Author  of  "  The  Triumph  of  Gallic,"  etc. 

In  one  large  handsome  volume,  with  numerous  illustrations,  price  18s.  net. 
An  account  of  the  great  lovers  of  history  by  an  author  who  is  noted  for  hu 
sympathetic  insight  into  the  character  of  women. 

How  to  Live  Long 

Price  23.  6d.  net. 

A  series  of  articles  by  some  of  the  most  eminent  men  of  the  day  containing 
their  recipes  for  a  long  life. 

3 


HU7CH1NSONS  IMPORTANT  NEW  BOOKS 
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By  MAURICE  PALEOLOGUE 

Author  of  "  The  Tragic  Romance  of  Emperor  Alexander  II.,"  "  An  Aml»tu.-.-;a- 
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In  one  large  handsome  volume,  with  numerous  illustrations,  1 61.  net. 
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these  great  diplomats  were  above  all  of  the  "  romantic"  type  of  diplomatist. 
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Author  of  "  The  Life  of  Thackeray,"  "  Nell  Gwyn,"  "  Beau  Brummell,"  etc. 

In  one  large  handsome  volume,  with  8  illustrations,  21s.  net. 
Mr.  Melville's  latest  book  presents  the  social  life  of  the  period,   so  far  as  it 
concerns  the  women  then  living.     He  includes,  of  course,  Queen  Charlotte,  and 
he  does  not  ignore  that  grand  old  lady,  Lady  Sarah  Lennox,  who  in  her  youth 
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How  to  Write  Business  Letters 
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Letter-writing  may  be  an  art,  but  it  is  one  that  may  be  learned  easily,  and  in 
this  book  the  author,  who  has  sold  all  kinds  of  commodities  and  services  through 
the  mail,  tells  how  it  is  done. 
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With  numero-iif  illuytr/jfions,  4$.  6d.  net. 

The  author,  after  dealing  in  an  interesting  way  with  the  Terrier,  proceeds  to 
consider  its  quarry.  Foxes,  badgers,  otters,  stoats,  weasels,  and  even  rats  are 
dealt  with,  for  these  are  the  special  prey  of  the  Terrier. 

The  History  of  the  St.  Leger  Stakes,  1776-1924 

By  J.  S.  FLETCHER 

Author  oi  "  Picturesque  Yorkshire,"  etc. 

In  one  large  handsome  volume,  with  numerous  illustrations,    21 1.  net. 
An  authoritative  and  entertaining  account  of  the  annual  classic  race  run  on  .• 
the  Town  Moor,  Doncaster.     Mr.  Fletcher  has  done  ample  justice  to  his  theme,  r 
The  book  is  full  of  entertaining  anecdote  and  should  be  widely  popular. 

The  Foundations  of  the  Science  of  War 

By  Col.  J.  F.  C.  FULLER 

Author  oi"  Sir  John  Moore's  System  of  Training, "  "  The  Reformation  of  War, "  etc. 

In  one  large  handsome  volume,  with  numerous  diagrams,  21 8.  net. 
In  this  book  Col.  Fuller,  has  attempted  to  apply  the  method  of  Science  to 
the  study  of  war,  to  discover  its  elements,  its  conditions  and  principles,  and  to 
establish  an  all-controlling  law  of  war. 
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By  JOSEPH  FARINGTON,  P  A. 

Edited  by  JAMES  GREIG. 

A  large  handsome  volume  with  numerous  illustrations,  21  S.  net. 
In  this  volume  Farington's  interest  in  all  sorts  of  men  and  women  never  flags. 
He  records  everything  with  unfailing  veracity  and  spirit.  The  pages  are  enlivened 
with  stories  of  Mrs.  Siddons,  Kemble,  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds,  Romney,  Lawrence, 
Wordsworth  and  many  others.  Reprints  of  Vols  I,  II,  III,  IV  and  V  are  now 
ready.  Each  in  one  large  handsome  volume,  with  numerous  illustrations,  21  S.  net. 

The  Tragic  Romance  of  Alexander  II. 

By  MAURICE  PAL&OLOGUE 

Author  of  "  An  Ambassador's  Memoirs,"  etc. 
In  demy  8vo  with  8  illustrations,  12s.  64.  net. 

The  remarkable  narrative  of  the  Russian  Emperor  Alexander  II. 's  liaison  with 
the  beautiful  Catherine  Michailovna  Dolgorouky,  his  subsequent  marriage  to  her 
and  the  legitimisation  of  their  four  children. 

Scotland  Yard  By  JOSEPH  GOLLOMB 

In  one  large  handsome  volume,  18*.  net. 

This  book  contains  remarkable  and  highly  interesting  sidelights  on  the  police 
systems  of  London,  Paris,  Berlin  and  Vienna.  Scotland  Yard  itself  is  described 
with  a  wealth  of  detail. 

The  Bokhevik  Myth      By  ALEXANDER  BERKMAN 

Handsomely  bound  in  cloth,  price  1 8s.  net. 

The  diary  of  an  Anarchist  leader's  stay  in  Russia.  Alexander  Berkman  came 
Into  contact  with  Lenin,  Trotsky,  Zinovieff  and  Chicherin.  He  left  Russia  a 
disillusioned  man. 

The  Alsatian  By  DAVID  BROCKWELL 

Handsomely  bound  in  cloth,  with  numerous  illustratious ,  78.  6d.  net. 
A   practical  guide  to   the  Alsatian,    its   Origin,    History,    Appearance  and 
Characteristics,  Care  and  Rearing,  Breeding  and  Training. 

A  Dog  Book  By  KATHARINE  TTNAN 

Crown  8vo,  4s.  6d.  net. 

Katharine  Tynan  is  well  known  to  a  large  and  appreciative  public.  In  this 
book  she  relates  with  great  charm  the  story  of  the  part  played  in  her  life  by  various 
canine  friends.  It  is  a  book  all  dog-lovers  should  read. 

Hutchinson's  Golf  Record  Annual 

Handsomely  bound  in  cloth,   with  numerous  illustrations,  88.   6(1.   net. 
This  book  deals  at  length  with  the  Oxford  and  Cambridge  matches  ;  the  British. 
Open   Championship ;     the    British   Amateur   Championship  and    the   British 
Ladies'  Championship,  since  the  institution  of  these  competitions. 
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Masterson  By  GILBERT  FRANKAU 

Author  of  "  Peter  Jackson,  Cigar  Merchant,"  "  Life— and  Erica,"  etc. 
"Masterson"  is  Gilbert  Frankau's  seventh  novel. 

The  Broadway  Madonna         By  ARTHUR  MILLS 

Author  of  "  The  Yellow  Dragon,"  etc. 

A  novel  of  English  country  life,  packed  tight  with  racing,  polo  and  hunting 
thrills.  It  tells  of  the  vicissitudes  of  two  young  American  travellers,  who  are 
introduced  into  an  aristocratic  yet  impoverished  house.  Love  and  intrigue  play 
no  little  part  in  Mr.  Mills'  latest  story,  yet  in  the  end  happiness  is  the  just  reward 
of  the  protagonists. 

What  Should  a  Man  Do  ? 

By  HORACE  HUTCHINSON 

Author  of  "  A  Prideful  Woman,"  "  The  Fate  of  Osmund  Brett,"  etc. 
In  this  new  novel  the  author  has  fully  maintained  his  well-earned  reputation 
for  thrilling  and  ingenious  plots.     A  girl  is  found  dead  in  her  flat  under  mys- 
terious circumstances.     A  coroner's  jury  returns  a  verdict  of  suicide.     The  story 
is  full  of  surprises,  and  is  cleverly  written. 

The  Furnace  of  Adversity     By  AUSTIN  PHILIPS 

Author  of  "  Were  They  Justified  ?  "  etc. 

Round  the  dramatic,  arduous,  and  ultimately  successful  life-struggle  of  Betty 
Lemarchand  is  weaved  the  romance  of  a  great  British  business  and  the  carefully- 
guarded  secret  recipe  of  a  world-famous  commodity  which  is  known  as  "  Belboro' 
Sauce."  The  book  abounds  in  delicate  and  humorous  delineations  of  provincial 
character,  as  well  as  in  moving  and  affecting  situations,  and  scenes  ot  a  highly 
dramatic  nature. 

Unaccountable  Ann  By  DOUGLAS  WALSH E 

Author  of  "  Wonderful  Wooing,"  etc. 

Bereaved  of  her  parents,  slim,  brown-haired,  brown-eyed  Ann.  brimful  of 
character,  enters  the  Deerhurst  home.  She  meets  with  a  chilly  reception  from 
Deerhurst's  sister  and  his  daughter  Isobel,  but  finds  a  pal  in  "  Bill,"  a  product 
of  Eton  and  Oxford,  a  casual  young  slacker.  How  Ann  helps  to  win  an  election 
and  what  subsequently  befalls  herself  and  Bill  is  told  with  humour  and  charm. 

Young  Deloraine  By  G.  B.  BURGIN 

Author  of  "  The  Shutters  of  Silence,"  "  Fleurette  of  the  Four  Corners,"  etc. 

Mr.  Burgin's  new  novel  covers  many  countries  and  many  adventures,  all 
written  in  the  easy,  fascinating  style  to  which  the  author's  many  readers  are  so 
accustomed.  It  is  full  of  exciting  incidents  and  clever  character  studies 

The  Sungazers  By  H.  H.  KNIBBS 

Author  of  "  Wild  Horses,"  etc. 

The  story  of  three  care- free  sons  of  nature  who  wander  over  Mexico,  meeting 
with  many  adventures.  Dark-eyed  Senoritas  and  ferocious  brigands  figure  in  the 
tale. 

Man  or  Beast  By  ARTHUR  PATERSON 

Author  of  "  John  Glynn,"  etc. 

A  stirring  romance  of  old-time  California  in  which  Apache  Indians  on  the  war- 
path, kidnappings,  hairbreadth  escapes  and  thrilling  rescues  will  hold  the  reader '0 
interest  throughout  the  narrative. 
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Whipped  Cream  By  GEOFFRET  MOSS 

Author  of  "  Sweet  Pepper,"  etc. 

"  Sweet  Pepper,"  Geofirey  Moss's  first  novel,  created  a  sensation.  His  new 
book,  which  is  a  subtle  study  of  feminine  psychology,  is  as  strikingly  and  vividly 
wiitten. 

The  Marylebone  Miser       By  EDEN  PHILLPOTTS 

Author  of  "The  Grey  Room,"  "The  Voice  from  the  Dark,"  etc. 
Another  of  those  baffling  mystery  stories  for  which  Eden  Phillpotts  is  now 
famous.     "  The  Marylebone  Miser"  is  packed  with  thrills  and  subtle  action. 

Mr.  Guelpa  By  VANCE  THOMPSON 

Author  of  "  The  Green  Ray,'-  "  The  Pointed  Tower,"  etc. 
This  is  an  exceptionally  intriguing  murder  mystery  story  in  which  hypnotism 
plays  a  considerable  part.     The  prime  villain  is  a  Hungarian,  a  famous  but  un- 
scrupulous man  of  science  associated  with  a  gang  of  swindlers  whose  nefarious 
activities  range  from  Los  Angeles  to  New  York. 

The  Keeper  of  the  Bees 

By  GENE  STRATTON -PORTER 

Author  of  "  Freckles,"  "A  Girl  of  the  Limberlost,"  etc. 
Mrs.  Porter's  famous  books,  "  The  Harvester,"  "  Freckles,"  and  "  Laddie,'? 
sold  over  a  million  and  a  half  copies  each.  "  The  Keeper  of  the  Bees  "  is  just  such 
another  story — filled  with  flower  glory  and  nature  wisdom.     Yet  it  is  a  story 
of  people  you  come  to  know  as  you  do  your  intimate  friends. 

Adrienne  of  Auxelles  By  W.  E.  NORRIb 

Author  of  "  Trevaiion,"  "  Next  of  Kin,"  etc. 

A  new  novel  written  with  the  skill  and  charm  for  which  this  versatile  authoi 
is  distinguished.  The  story  is  narrated  by  the  hero,  a  literary  man  and  formei 
M.P.,  who,  finding  London  life  intolerable,  seeks  peace  in  the  small  French  village 
of  Auxelles-sur-Mer. 

The  Double  Thirteen  Mystery 

By  ANTHONY  WYNNE 

Author  of  "  The  Mystery  of  the  Evil  Eye,"  etc. 

The  author  of  this  book  will  be  well  remembered  for  his  thrilling  and  vividly- 
written  detective  story  "  The  Mystery  of  the  Evil  Eye."  He  has  brought  the 
same  consummate  skill  to  the  writing  of  "  The  Double  Thirteen  Mystery,"  while 
incident  and  plot  are  yet  more  dramatic  and  interesting  than  in  the  former  novel. 

The  Land  of  Mist  By  SIR  ARTHUR  CON  AN  DOYLE 

A  story  in  which  we  meet  once  again  our  old  friends  Professor  Challenger  and 
Malone.  The  investigations  of  the  Professor  into  the  problems  of  spiritualism  land 
them  in  many  strange  and  weird  situations. 

Roof-Tops        By  MARGARET  BAILLIE-SAUNDERS 

Author  of  "  Dimity  Hall,"  "  John  o'  Chimes,"  "  Lady  Q,"  etc. 
Peter  Frere  Sigon,  weird,  sardonic,  mysterious,  a  "  man  from  nowhere,'! 
becomes  the  naming  apostle  of  a  moribund  London  church,  St.  Odo's,  Gable- 
friars,  and  by  his  extraordinary  preaching  takes  the  world  by  storm.  He  is 
remarkable  for  his  physical  ugliness.  Who  is  he  ?  Whence  does  he  come  ?  la 
he  laint  or  demon  ? 
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Labels  By  A.  HAMILTON  GIBBS 

Author  of  "  Soundings,"  etc. 

"  Soundings  "  proved  to  be  one  of  the  most  striking  and  successful  books  of 
last  year.  In  "  Labels  ' '  Mr.  Hamilton  Gibbs  has  written  a  novel  in  which  his 
profound  knowledge  of  human  nature  has  full  scope. 

Where  the  Twain  Met 

By  HERBERT  G.  WOODWORTH 

Author  of  "  In  the  Shadow  of  Lantern  Street." 

The  scene  of  this  fascinating  novel  is  laid  in  China,  Japan  and  Korea,  and 
consummation  of  the  romance  occurs  amid  the  scenes  of  terror  of  the  Japanese 
earthquake.  The  author's  long  and  close  acquaintanceship  with  the  Orient 
makes  this,  his  second  novel  of  the  Far  East,  a  notable  work  of  fiction. 

The  Great  '  Perhaps ' 

By  '  RITA '  (Mrs.  Desmond  Humphreys] 

Mrs.  Desmond  Humphreys  is  well  known  for  her  fine  romances.  In  "  The 
Great '  Perhaps  '  "  she  has  written  a  story  which  will  be  welcomed  by  her  numer- 
ous admirers. 

London  from  Laramie  By  JOSEPH  B.  AMES 

Author  of  "  The  Man  from  Painted  Post,"  etc. 

Never  before  has  Mr.  Ames  put  into  one  story  so  much  action,  so  interesting  a 
group  of  varied  characters,  and  so  much  of  that  element — some  call  it  tension — 
which  holds  the  reader  in  delighted  suspense  while  the  plot  unfolds.  "  London 
from  Laramie  ' '  is  the  richest  and  raciest  story  of  the  cow  country  the  author  ha? 
so  far  written. 

The  Spectacles  of  Mr.  Cagliostro 

By  HARRT  STEPHEN  KEELER 

Author  of  "  The  Voice  of  the  Seven  Sparrows, "  "  Find  the  Clock, ' '  etc. 
For  those  who  like  thrilling  stories,  "  The  Spectacles  of  Mr.  Cagliostro  "  will 
make  a  wide  appeal.     In  vivid  style  is  told  how  a  youth  is  left  a  mere  pittance  by 
his  wealthy  father  in  order  to  test  him.     Terrible  adventures  befall  him,  among 
others,  the  strange  affair  of  the  pair  of  spectacles  I 

The  Winning  Game         By  ELIZABETH  DEJEANS 

Author  of  "  The  Tiger's  Coat,"  etc. 

In  "  The  Winning  Game  "  the  author  of  "  The  Double  House  "  has  brought 
into  play  her  gift  as  a  story-teller  and  has  at  the  same  time  drawn  a  picture  of  tho 
hard-drinking  young  married  set  which  is  startlingly  vivid. 

A  Prideful  Woman   By  HORACE  G.  HUTCHINSON 

Author  of  "  The  Fate  of  Osmund  Brett,"  "  The  Greenwell's  Glory  Case,"  etc. 

Mr.  Horace  G.  Hutchinson  enjoys  a  well-earned  reputation  for  the  thrilling 
and  ingenious  plots  which  are  the  chief  features  of  his  masterly  stories.  His 
readers  will  not  be  disappointed  in  "  A  Prideful  Woman." 

Sunset  Bride  By  TICKNER  EDWARDES 

Author  of  "The  Honey  Star,"  "Tansy,"  "The  Seventh  Wave,"  etc. 
As  in  all  this  author's  previous  books,  the  scene  of  this  powerful  and  romantic 
novel  is  laid  in  a  remote  village  in  the  South  Down  country  which  he  has  made 
essentially  his  own.     Into  a  captivating  story  is  subtly  woven  a  charming  antf 
original  contribution  to  the  solution  of  a.n  ever-perplexing  problem. 
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The  Mirage  of  the  Dawn   By  KATHLTN  RHODES 

Author  oi  '  Undei   Desert  Stars  "       Under  the  Orange  Trees,"  etc. 
Miss   KathlyL    Rhodes  is  famous  for  her    vivid    stories    ol    romance    and 
adventure.     In  '  The  Mirage  oi  th^  Dawn  "  nhe  tell'  an  intriguing  tale  of  love 
under  the  deseH  *tars 

The  Story  of  Selma  By  ISABEL  C.  CLARKE 

Author  oi  "  Carina,'      It  Happened  m  Kome.  '  "  Children  of  the  Shadow.  '  etc. 

Miss  Isabel  C.  Clarke  will  be  remembered  for  the  success  of  her  novel  "  It 

Happened  in  Rome."     She  has  chosen  for  the  setting  of  her  latest  story  a  bleak 

Cornish  vicarage,  and  <s  one  of   the  best  novel*  which  Miss  Clarke  has  yet  given 

M 

The  Valley  of  Strife          By  MARSHALL  R.  HALL 

This  is  the  story  of  a  girl  alone  on  ner  ranch,  beset  on  all  sides  by  the  machina- 
tions oi  unscrupulous  men  who  attempt  to  wrest  from  her  the  control  of  her 
valuable  land  How  the  chivalrous  actions  of  a  Western  cowboy  thwart  the  in- 
sidious attempts  to  depose  the  young  proprietress  forms  part  oi  a  plot  fnU  oi 
romance  and  adventure. 

The  Diamond  Heels         By  WINIFRED  GRAHAM 

Author  ol  "  Eve  and  the  Elders,"  etc. 

Natalie,  a  beautiful  Society  gin.  who  gives  herseb  in  friendship  to  all  the 

iame  dog*  "  of  life,  imciudes  in  her  list  an  attractive  widower,  whose  household 

harbours  one  of  the  weirdest  mothers-in-law  ever  drawn  in  fiction,  and  a  pair  of 

unmanageable  twins.     On  her  first  visit  to  this  household  she  meets  her  future 

lovei ,  the  gallant  Captain  Cameron,  V.C 

Bull  Hunter  By  DAVID  MANNING 

Sometimes  there  i»  something  about  sheer  physical  strength  that  makes  foi 
dullness  of  wit.  but  now  and  then  we  find  a  really  strong  man  whose  intelligence 
•imply  requires  awakening.  Such  a  man  is  Bull  Hunter  big,  clumsy,  slow-witted 
a  butt  of  ridicule.  The  story  of  Bull's  awakening  is  fascinating  in  the  extreme. 

Galloping  Gold  By  DAVID  LEARMOUTH 

This  is  a  particularly  hne  racing  story  The  hero  is  a  jockey  who  manfully 
opposes  temptations  to  'pull"  horses,  and  eventually  emerges  triumphant. 
The  story  is  full  of  the  rascalities  of  the  turf,  and  teems  with  thrilling  incident 

Ignorance  By  CHARLES  GUERNON 

Thi  is  a  fine  cnaiactei  study  oi  a  young  girl  Helen,  the  daughter  of  a  sea 
captain,  who,  after  many  vicissitudes  finds  love  and  happiness.  Cruel  deception 
and  embittering  misunderstandings  enter  into  the  ably  constructed  plot  of  thi* 
fine  novel 

The  Snow  Patrol      By  HARRY  SINCLAIR  DRAGO 

Author  ol      Out  of  the  Silent  North,"  "  Smoke  of  the    45."  etc 

Here  is  a  story  that  breaks  away  from  tradition  and  the  heroics  of  the  aveiage 

outdoor  story.     It  sweeps  along  in  great  strides,   makes  one  tee!  the  grimness 

and  loneliness  ot  a  land  where  the  days  are  long  and  men  cannot  forget,  and  con 

veys  perhap*  more  than  any  novel  the  real  purpose  ot  the  Canadian   Mounted 

Pol'Ctr 

The  Watch  Dog  By  ROBER1  S.  HJCERNS 

Author  oi  "  The  Garden  ol  Allah."  etc 
Vour  loajc  complete  «tones  by  a  master  oi  dramatic  situation.^ 
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Gentleman  Riches  By  LUCILLE  BORDEN 

Authoi  of  The  Gates  01  Olivet,  The  Candlestick  Makers,  "etc 
Reader*  will  remember  Lucille  Borden's  last  novel  The  Candlestick  Makers," 
which  aroused  such  great  interest  In  her  latest  story  the  author's  literary  gifts 
and  her  knowledge  of  psychology  have  never  been  better  displayed  The  sharp 
delineation  GJ  character  and  the  natural  dialogue  make  this  a  novel  of  outstanding 
tnterest 

The  Gray  Parrot     By  KATHERJNb  NEWL1K  BURT 

Author  ot  "  Q  "  "  Snow-blind, "  etc. 

This  is  a  clever  and  pathetic  story  ot  the  members  of  a  family  who  live  in  a 
rown  on  the  Hudson  River  Michael,  the  son  is  a  questing  soul  who  shrinks  from 
bis  life  at  home  and  an  unhappy  marriage  Other  members  of  the  family  are 
finely  conceived  and  portrayed  <r  •  story  which  i«  stimulating  for  its  human 
appeai  and  sincerity 

John  Standon  of  Texas  By  JOHNSTON  McCULLEY 

Author  of  "  The  Black  Star."  etc 

This  is  a  -.tory  ot  the  South-west  and  Mexico,  in  which  John  Standon  gives  a 

plendid  demonstration  of  courage  and  resourcefulness      As  an  adventure  story 

it  is  unique      Most  of  its  scenes  are  laid  in  the  great  open  spaces.     There  is 

plenty  of  fighting,  but  always  for  a  pood  purpose       The  story  i.«  clean    swiftly 

moving,  and  well  worth  while 

The  Black  Glove  By  J.  G  SARAS1N 

Author  of  "  Chronicles  of  a  Cavalier,'  A  Romance  of  Three  Ladies."  etc. 
This  is  the  tale  of  a  maid  of  honour  who,  through  a  drunken  jest  of  the  Earl  of 
Rochester,  is  driven  to  wed  the  dishonoured  Captain  Tyburn.  He  has  vowed  to 
*a\re  the  Duchess  of  Albemarle  from  a  ruthless  plot  to  ruin  her  in  the  Merry 
Monarch's  Court,  and  so  they  meet  with  many  wild  adventures  in  which  the 
sinister  astrologer.  Doctor  Bendo  play*  9  myster-ion?  part 

The  Little  White  Hag 

By  FRANCIS  BEED1NG  (•*  Asrak  ") 

Author  of  "  The  Seven  Sleepers,"  etc. 

The  Little  White  Hag  "  is  the  name  by  which  addicts  ot  cocaine  reier  to  the 
drug  for  which  they  crave  The  story  deals  with  an  inner  ring  of  individuals  who 
control  the  illicit  traffic  in  dangerous  drugs  At  the  head  of  the  gang  there  is 
an  enigmatic  figure  known  as  the  Centre  a  Japanese  of  great  intelligence  and  quite 
unscrupulous 

Ropes  ot  Sand  By  M.  P  W2LLCOCKS 

Author  of  "  Wmgb  01  Desire.  '  "  Worlds  Apart."  etc. 

A  middle-aged  man  and  woman  have  done  well  in  the  world  together,  but 
chiefly  through  the  woman's  power  and  charm.  Circumstances  then  bring  the 
man,  Firmin  Bradbeer,  back  to  the  surrouudings  in  which  he  passed  his  child- 
hood .  There  he  reveals  what  has  always  lain  dormant  in  him  before  the  eyes  of 
his  wife. 

The  Love  Link  By  PEARL  DOLES  BELL 

Author  ol  "  The  Autocrat."  etc 

In  her  new  novel  the  author  of  "  The  Autocrat  "  unloids  a  story  whicn  shot 
be  read  by  all  thinking  people     There  is  love,  life  and  laughter,  but  there  is  i " 
like  a  thin  golden  thread  running  through  the  book   a  strong  current  of  ser 
thought  which  makes  an  irresistible  appeal 
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Allan  and  the  Ice  Gods 

By  SIR  H.  RIDER  HAGGARD 

Author  01      Allan  Quatermain,"  "  She,"  etc. 

In  "  Allan  and  the  Ice  Gods  "  we  meet  again  Allan  Quatermain.  As  Wi,  a 
chief  of  the  Ice  Age,  he  goes  through  many  adventure-  including  the  rescuing 
of  a  beautiful  girl  from  the  sea. 

The  Amethyst  Button 

By  BEATRICE  BASKERVILLE  and  ELIOT?   MONK 

Authors  of  "By  Whose  Hand  ? '    etc. 

Howard  Tremayne,  the  famous  criminologist,  is  found  dead  in  his  library  at 
Deesbury  Manor.  How  his  murderer  is  tracked  down  and  the  machinations  of  a 
desperate  gang  of  forgers  and  smugglers  operating  between  England,  San  Remo 
and  the  Near  East  are  countered  is  skilfully  told  in  this  thrilling  detective  story. 

Simon  of  Hangletree  By  ARTHUR  J     REES 

Author  of  "  The  Cup  oi  Silence  "    etc. 

A  thrilling  murder  mystery  story  Simon,  the  old  recluse  of  Hangletree  Farm, 
is  discovered  dead  in  a  chair,  and  standing  by  is  Philip  Arnold,  his  niece's  lover,  a 
smoking  revolver  in  his  hand  He  is  arrested  and  sentenced  to  a  term  of  im- 
prisonment for  the  crime 

Possessions  By  J.  BERNARD  MacCARTHT 

Author  of  "  Covert."  etc. 

Following  the  success  of  his  last  novel,  "  Covert,"  Mr.  MacCartby  has  laid  the 
scene  of  his  new  novel  in  Ireland  In  "  Possessions  "  Mr.  MacCarthy  has  told  a 
fine  story — strongly  and  well 

Butterflies  in  the  Rain  By  ANDREW  SOUTAR 

Author  of  "  Neither  Do  I  Condemn  Thee,"  "  This  Frail  Women,"  etc. 
A  story  of  the  clash  between  the  old-fashioned  and  the  modern  handled  with 
all  Mr   Soutar's  characteristic  skill 

Gaming  Gods  By  M.  FORREST 

Authoi  ol  "  The  Wild  Moth." 

A  story  of  the  great  open  spaces  of  Australia  and  the  efforts  ot  a  man  to  bring  up 
a  child  who  comes  to  him  in  a  tragic  manner.  How  she  influences  his  life  and  how 
he  is  rewarded  by  seeing  her  happiness  is  .told  in  convincing  and  moving  fashion. 

Our  Lady  of  Marble  By  URSULA  BLOOM 

Author  of  "  The  Great  Beginning,"  "  The  Driving  of  Destiny."  etc. 
A  human  story  by  the  author  of  "  The  Great  Beginning,"  with  an  original  and 
moving  theme 

Ramsden  By  TALBO7  MUNDT 

Author  oi  "  O.M."  etc. 

Talbot  Mundy  knows  his  India  and  is  able  to  convey  its  peculiai  atmosphere 
to  his  reader  "Ramsden"  will  be  found  as  exciting  as  this  author's  "  O.M." 

Padlocked  By  REX  BEACH 

Authoi  ol  Flowing  Gold.        The  Net,"  etc 

The  dramatic  story  of  a  girl's  struggle-  against  circumstance  'oio  in  Rex 
Beach's  best  style 
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The  City  under  the  Sea  By  H.  de  VERE  STACPOOLE 

Author  of  "  The  Blue  Lagoon,"  "  Pools  of  Silence,"  etc 
H.  de  Vere  Stacpoole  is  famous  for  his  adventure  stories.     In  "  The  City  of  the 
Sea  "  he  breaks  new  ground,  and  tells  a  story  which  will  thrill  his  millions  of 
readers. 

Tread  Softly  By  LADY  MILES 

Author  of  "  The  Fanatic,"  "Red,  White,  and  Grey,"  etc. 
Lady  Miles  will  be  remembered  as  the  author  of  that  popular  novel  "  The 
Fanatic."  The  title  of  her  new  book  has  been  taken  from  one  of  W  B.  Yates' 
poems,  "  Tread  softly  because  you  tread  on  my  dreams. "  It  is  the  story  of  a  great 
love  and  of  its  disillusionment.  With  masterly  touch  Lady  Miles  draws  her 
central  character,  and  it  is  with  regret  that  we  turn  the  last  page. 

Phoenix  By  LADY  DOROTHY  MILLS 

Authoi   01      Card  Houses,"   "  The  Arms  of  the  Sun." 
in  her  latest  novel  Lady    Mills  has  chosen   rejuvenation    for   her  theme 
Romance  and  incident  go  to  form  a  novel  instinct  with  charm. 

Superfluous  Women  By  LADY  COHEN 

A  girl  of  gentle  birth  is  faced  with  poverty.  Such  is  the  subject  which  Lady 
Cohen  has  chosen  for  treatment  in  "  Superfluous  Women." 

The  Ladder  of  Cards         By  JOHN  CHANCELLOR 

Author  of  "  The  Mystery  of  Norman's  Court." 

"  The  Mystery  of  Norman's  Court "  was  one  of  the  most  successful  mystery 
novels  of  last  year.  In  his  new  book  John  Chancellor  has  surpassed  himself  as  a 
weaver  of  subtle  plots. 

A  Wild  Goose  of  Limerick 

By  ACHMED  ABDULLAH 

Author  of  "  A  Buccaneer  in  Spats,"  etc. 

This  master  story-teller  has  here  chosen  Constantinople  as  the  setting  ioi  a 
story  of  adventure  and  intrigue  which  will  thrill  his  numerous  readers 

The  Pipes  of  Pan  By  JULIA  TREGENNA 

The  story  of  a  woman  who  finds  herseil  married  to  a  man  she  dislikes.  How 
Romance  enters  her  life  and  the  consequences  it  has  form  a  romance  of  interest 
and  charm. 

The  Secret  of  the  Ashes     By  ALFRED  ORNSTEIN 

Mr.  Ornestein  is  a  new  writer  of  mystery  stories,  who  has  in  "  The  Secret 
of  the  Ashes  "  constructed  a  novel  packed  with  thrills  and  subtle  scheming. 

A  New  Novel  By  MARGARET  CAMERON 

Author  ol  "  Johndover,"  etc. 

This  is  a  delightful  comedy,  into  which  the  author  with  deft  touch  has  instilled 
much  humour. 

Gates  of  Birth  By  ROT  BRIDGES 

Author    of    "  Green   Butterflies,"       Rats'   Castle,"   etc 
In  this  picture  of  Australian  life  Mr.  Bridges  delineates  the  life  and  charactei 
of  it*  people  with  gusto  and  charm 
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Bellarion  By  RAFAEL  SABATINI 

Author  of  "  The  Sea  Hawk,"  "  Scaramouche, "  etc. 

Mr.  Sabatini  has  chosen  mediaeval  Italy  as  the  setting  for  his  new  story.  He 
has  woven  a  romance  of  love  and  struggle  under  these  passionate  skies  which  will 
enthrall  his  readers. 

Stoedey  By  ETHEL  HUESTON 

Author  of  "Merry  O,"  etc. 

Swedey  is  undoubtedly  the  best,  most  assured  novel  Mrs.  Hueston  has  ever 
written.  Here  is  a  girl  apparently  soulless,  until  a  man's  love  awakens  her. 
Her  story  is  impressive,  dramatic,  delightful. 

Broadway  Bab  By  JOHNSTON  McCULLEY 

Author  of  "  Black  Star,"  etc. 

In  Nevada  Town  revolvers  and  toughs  still  flourish,  but  this  does  not  deter  an 
adventurous  girl  from  seeking  her  fortune  there.  Her  grit  and  womanliness  will 
appeal  to  all  readers  who  enjoy  a  big  human  story  told  with  much  liveliness. 

Guilty,  My  Lord  By  MARGARET  PETERSON 

Author  of  "  The  Lure  of  the  Little  Drum,"  et«. 

One  of  the  best  stories  which  Margaret  Peterson  has  yet  written.  Love  and 
mystery  are  found  in  its  enthralling  pages. 

Kali's  Jewels  By  HELEN  M.   FA1RLET 

Author  of  "The  White  Sahib,"   etc. 

Miss  Helen  M.  Fairley  has  won  many  readers  by  her  faithful  descriptions 
of  Anglo-Indian  life.  Her  new  novel  of  England  and  India  is  one  of  the  best 
she  has  yet  given  us. 

After  Much  Tribulation  By  H.  A.  VACHELL 

Author  of  "Quinneys,"  etc. 
A  new  novel  in  which  we  have  the  author  of  "The  Hill"  at  his  best. 

The  Painted  Swan  and  Points  of  View 

By  ELIZABETH  BIBESCO 

Two  plays  by  the  author  of  "  The  Fir  and  the  Palm,"  etc. 
Handsomely  bound,  4s.  6d.  net,  each. 

A  Storm  in  a  Teacup  By  EDEN  PHILLPOTTS 

Author  of  "  The  Farmers  Wife,"  "  George  Westover,"  etc. 
Price  It,  Id.  net. 

Leave  it  to  Doris  By  ETHEL  HUESTON 

Author  of  "  Merry  O,"  etc. 
Price  St.  6d.  net. 

Twinkleface—The  Merry  Elf 

By  MARGARET  PETERSON 

Author   of   "The    Pitiful    Rebellion,"   etc. 

Delightfully  illustrated,  St.  14.  net. 

This  is  a  delicious  book  which  wil)  delight  the  heart  of  every  child.  It  tells  of 
the  adventures  of  a  remarkable  little  sprite  who  possessed  a  pair  of  magic  boots. 
In  quaint  style,  Miss  Peterson  lets  Twinkleface  into  many  scrapes  and  adventure* 

«3 


MISCELLANEOUS   BOOKS 


Hutchinson'8  Popular  Nature  Books.    Price  7s.  6d.  net. 


Finn  (Frank,  B.A.,  P.Z.8.).  EGGS  AND 
NESTS  OF  BRITISH  BIRDS,  20 
coloured  and  many  other  illustrations. 

Finn  (Prank,  B.A.,  P.Z.8.).  BIRDS  OF 
THE  COUNTRYSIDE.  20  coloured 
and  118  other  illustrations. 

Heath  (Francis  George).  OUR  BRITISH 
TREES  AND  HOW  TO  KNOW 
THEM.  With  250  illustrations. 


Hulme     (F.     Edward,     P.L.8.,     F.8.A.). 

WILD  FRUITS  OF  THE  COUNTRY- 

SIDE.     With  36  coloured  and  25  other 

illustrations. 
Maxwell      (Sir     Herbert,      Bt.,     F.R.8.). 

BRITISH    FRESH-WATER    FISHES. 

With  24  coloured  plates. 
Step    (Edward,    F.L.S.).     TOADSTOOLS 

AND       MUSHROOMS       OF       THE 

COUNTRYSIDE.     With     8     coloured 

and  128  other  illustrations. 


Hutchinson's  Nature   Library 


Finn  (Frank,  F.Z.8.).  BIRD  BEHAVI- 
OUR. With  44  illustrations.  7$.  6d. 
net. 

Finn  (Frank,  F.Z.8.).  FAMILIAR  LON- 
DON BIRDS.  With  34  illustrations. 
4$.  6d.  net. 

Finn  (Frank,  F.Z.S.).  WILDFOWL  OF 
THE  WORLD.  With  32  illustrations 
and  numerous  drawings.  45.  6d.  net. 

Mace  (Herbert),  ADVENTURES 
AMONG  BEES.  With  16  illustrations. 
4S.  6d.  net. 

Mace  (Herbert).  A  BOOK  ABOUT  THE 
BEE.  With  24  illustrations.  4*-  •**• 


Mace  (Herbert).  SOME  OTHER  BEES. 
With  1 6  illustrations.  45.  6d.  net. 

Pycraft  (W.  P.).  THE  COURTSHIP  OP 
ANIMALS.  With  over  50  illustration*. 
73.  6d.  net. 

Pycraft  (W.  P.).  THE  INFANCY  OF 
ANIMALS.  With  numerous  illustra- 
tions. 7s.  6d.  net. 

Step  (Edward,  P.L.S.).  INSECT  ARTI- 
ZANS  AND  THEIR  WORK.  With 
54  illustrations,  75.  6d.  net. 

Step  (Edward,  P.L.S.).  MESSMATES: 
A  BOOK  OF  STRANGE  COMPAN- 
IONSHIPS. With  64  illustration*. 
ft.  6d.  net. 


Books   on   Spiritualism 


A    Kinf'l    COHTK«I.     BEAR    WITNESS. 

45.  f>d.  net. 
Arnica*.     SILHOUETTES   OF    SPIRIT 

LIFE.     2S.  net. 
Appleyard    (W.).    AU    REVOIR,    NOT 

GOOD-BYE.     With  a  Foreword  by  the 

REV.     DR.     FRANK     BALLARD,     M.A. 

35.  6d.  net. 
Barton  (Violet).     AN  ARTIST  IN  THE 

GREAT  BEYOND.     4*.   6d.   net. 
Doyle  (Sir  Arthur  Conan).    THE  CASE 

FOR  SPIRIT  PHOTOGRAPHY.  2S.  6d. 

net. 
Graham      (Winifred).      MY     LETTERS 

FROM  HEAVEN.     4*.  &•  net. 
Metcalfe   (Harvey).    THE   EVOLUTION 

OF  SPIRITUALISM.     75.  6d.  net. 
Owen  (The  Eev.  Q.  Vale).      WHAT  HAP- 
PENS AFIER   DEATH,     is.  6d.   net. 


Owen  (The  Rev.  Q.  Vale).     THE  KING- 

DOM   OF  GOD   AND  THE    POWER 

AND  THE  GLORY.     45.  6d.  net. 
Owen  (Tha  Rev.  G.  Vale).     THE    OUT- 

LANDS    OF    HEAVEN.     45.    6d.    net. 
Owen  (The  Rev.  Q.  Vale).     FACTS  AND 

THE  FUTURE  LIFE.     45.  bd.  net. 
Owen  (The  Rev.  G.  Vale).    PAUL  AND 

ALBERT.     45.   6d.  net. 
Owen  (The  Rev.  G.  Vale).    ON  TOUR  IN 

U.S.A.     45.  6d.  net. 

Platts  (Jessie).     THE  WITNESS.     55.  net. 
Saunders   (R.   H.).     THE    RETURN   OF 

GEORGE  R.  SIMS.     2$.  6d.  net. 
Stead    (W.   T.).     THE    BLUE    ISLAND. 

35.  6d.  net. 
Swaffer     (Hannen).      NORTHCLIFFE'S 

RETURN.     4s.  6d.  net. 
Walbrook     (Lilian).       THE     CASE   OP 

LESTER    COLTMAN.     45.    6d.    net. 


Hutchinson's  Famous   Books  for  Boys  and  Girls 


Austin  (Phyllis).  THE  GOLDFISH 
BOWL.  With  numerous  illustrations. 
6s. 

Bamn  (L.  Prank).  THE  WIZARD  OF 
OZ.  3s.  6d.  net. 

DIAMOND  FAIRY  BOOK  :  Fairy  Tales 
of  Other  Lands.  Beautifully  illus- 
trated. 55.  net. 


Fry     (Louiso     8.).     A     GLIMPSE     OF 

FAIRYLAND.     Beautifully  illustrated 

35.  6d.  net. 
Girvin  (Brenda).    THE     SCHOOLGIRL 

AUTHOR.     35.  f>d.  net. 
GOLDEN   FAIRY  BOOK:    Fairy  Tal" 

of     Other     Lands.     Beautifully     illu. 

trated.      5$.  net. 


MISCELLANEOUS   BOOKS 


Hutchinson's  Famous  Books 

BrnntTig  (Svend).  THE  EMERALD 
FAIRY  BOOK.  Beautifully  fflus- 

trated.     55.  net. 

Lewis  (Isabel  ML).  ASTRONOMY  FOR 
YOUNG  FOLKS  With  34  illustra- 
tions. 6*.  net. 

Karo  (Elizabeth).  DORIS  AND  DAVID 
ALL  ALONE.  Illustrated.  6s.  net. 

McGregor  (R.  J.).  THE  MONKEY 
GOD'S  SECRET.  35.  6d. 

Peterson  (Margaret).  TWINKLEFACE— 
THE  MERRY  ELF.  Beautifully  illus- 
trated. 3*.  64.  net. 


for  Boys  and  Girls  (continued) 

Pyle  (Katharine).  THE  PEARL  FAIRY 
BOOK.  Beautifully  illustrated.  5*. 
net. 

RUBY  FAIRY  BOOK.  Beautifully  illus- 
trated. 55.  net. 

SILVER  FAIRY  BOOK.  Fairy  Tales 
from  Other  Lands.  Beautifully  illus- 
trated. 55.  net. 

Steel  (Flora  Annie).  A  TALE  OF 
INDIAN  HEROES,  xos.  6d.  net. 

Ver  Beck  (Prank).  THE  LITTLE  CAT 
WHO  JOURNEYED  TO  ST.  IVES. 
Illustrated,  is  6d.  net. 

Tonng  (Cathryn).  TALES  OF  A  LITTLE 
BROWN  MAN.  Beautifully  illustrated. 
45.  64.  net. 


2s.  6d.  Series  of  Favourite  Authors 

Each  in  one  handsome  volume,  cloth  gilt,  with  illustrations  on  art  paper  and  attractive 
pictorial  wrapper  in  colours. 


The  Brothers  Grimm., 

GRIMM'S   FAIRY  TALES. 

Bans  Christian  Andersen.    ANDERSEN'S 

FAIRY    TALES. 
Mrs.     H.     B.     Stowe.     UNCLE     TOM'S 

CABIN. 

John   Habberton.     HELEN'S   BABIES. 
Miss  L.  M.  Aloott.     LITTLE  WOMEN. 

GENERAL 

Adams  (Joseph).  SALMON  AND  TROUT 
ANGLING  :  Its  Theory  and  Practice 
on  Southern  Streams  by  Torrent, 
River  and  Mountain  Loch.  With  a 
Foreword  by  the  MARQUIS  HARTINGTON. 
Illustrated,  ys.  6d.  net. 

Adams  (Joseph).  THE  ANGLER'S 
GUIDE  TO  THE  IRISH  FISHERIES. 
Illustrated.  105.  6d.  net. 

Amundsen  (Capt.  Boald).  MY  POLAR 
FLIGHT.  Illustrated.  a  is.  net. 

Armstrong  (J.  W.  Scobell).  WAR  AND 
TREATY  LEGISLATION  1914-1922. 
Second  edition.  325.  6d.  net. 

Asqoith  (B.  B.)  (Ear)  Oxford  and 
Aiquitb).  STUDIES  AND  SKETCHES 
IDS.  6d.  net. 

Baoon  (Admiral  Sir  Reginald,  K.O.B.). 
A  NAVAL  SCRAP  BOOK.  Illustrated. 
24S.  net. 

THE  JUTLAND  SCANDAL.     55.  net. 

Bariatinsky  (Princess  Anatole  Marie) 
and  Ivan  Forbes.  CHARACTER  BY 
HANDWRITING.  Illustrated.  35.  6d. 
net. 

Benn  (Sir  Ernest  J.  P.,  Bart.).  CONFES- 
SIONS OP  A  CAPITALIST.  i8s.  net. 

Btrgholt  (Ernest).  MODERN  AUCTION  : 
ITS  BIDDING  AND  PRINCIPLES.  Illus- 
trated, jt.  6d.  net. 


Miss  L.   M.   Aloott.    GOOD  WIVES. 
Mrs.  E.  Prentiss.    STEPPING  HEAVEN- 

WARD. 
Elizabeth       WetherelL       MELBOURNE 

HOUSE 

H.  8.  Cnmmins.    THE  LAMPLIGHTER. 
Jules  Verne.     ROUND  THE  WORLD  IN 

EIGHTY    DAYS. 

LITERATURE 

Bierstadt  (Edward  Bale).    THE  GREAT 

BETRAYAL  :   A  SURVEY  or  THE  NKAB 

EAST  PROBLEM.     Illustrated.     15$.  net. 
Binney   (George).     WITH      SEAPLANE 

AND    SLEDGE    IN    THE    ARCTIC: 

THE  ACCOUNT   OF  THE   1924  OXFORD 

UNIVERSITY       ARCTIC       EXPEDITION. 

Illustrated.     2is.  net. 
Bordeux  (Jeanne).    ELEONORA  DUSE  : 

THE  STORY  OF  HER  LIFE.     Illustrated. 

1 8s.   net. 
Bowen- Rowlands   (Ernest).    IN  COURT 

AND  OUT  OF  COURT.     Illustrated. 

1 8s.  net. 
Braun  ( Adolphe  Amand).    D ECO R ATI  VE 

WRITING     AND     ARRANGEMENT 

OF  WRITING.     Illustrated.     10$.  6d. 

net. 
Brook  well  (David).  The  Alsatian.    7»-  &*. 

net. 
Cairns    (J.    A.    R.).    SIDELIGHTS    OF 

LONDON.     With    Frontispiece.      16*. 

net. 
THE    LOOM    OF    THE    LAW.     Second 

edition.     6s.  net. 
Calthrop  (Everard  R.).     THE  HORSB  AS 

COMRADE  AND  FRIEND.     With  an 

introductory  letter  by  LORD  LONSDALE. 

Illustrated.     i6s.    net. 
Celt     THE     CYNIC'S    CYCLOP/EDIAj 

3$.  64.  net. 


GENERAL  LITERATURE 


General   Literature    (continufd) 


CbampHa.  THE  NEW  CHAMPL1N 
CYCLOP/EDIA  FOR  YOUNG  FOLK, 
Profusely  illustrated,  its.  64.  net. 

Charter**  (The  Eon.  Evan).  WILLIAM 
AUGUSTUS  DUKE  OF  CUMBER- 
LAND AND  THE  SEVEN  YEARS' 
WAR.  Illustrated.  21$.  net. 

Coffin  (Joseph  Herschel).  PERSONALITY 
IN  THE  MAKING.  155.  net. 

Cook  (E.  Wake).  RETROGRESSION  IN 
ART.  Illustrated.  155.  net. 

Cotter  (Sir  J.  L.).  THE  CULTURE  OF 
BULBS.  Illustrated.  IDS.  64.  net, 

Courtney  (W.  L.).  THE  PASSING 
HOUR.  Illustrated.  i8s.  net. 

Craig  (Elizabeth).  THE  STAGE 
FAVOURITES'  COOK  BOOK.  Prict 
7*.  64.  net. 

Crowder  (William).  DWELLERS  OF 
THE  SEA  AND  SHORE.  Illustrated, 
73.  6d.  net. 

Ounliffe-Owen  (Betty).  THROUGH  THE 
GATES  OF  MEMORY:  FROM  THI 
BOSPHORUS  TO  BAGHDAD.  Illuitrated. 
2 is.  net. 

Dexter  (George  Blake).  THE  LURE  OF 
AMATEUR  COLLECTING.  Illus- 
trated. IDS.  64  net. 

Donnithorne  (P.  H.).  WONDERFUL 
AFRICA.  Illustrated.  2 is.  tut. 

Dressier  (Marie).  THE  LIFE  STORY 
OF  AN  UGLY  DUCKLING.  Illus- 
trated. 155.  net. 

Edward*  (George  Wharton).  PARIS.  Il- 
lustrated. 42$.  net. 

Ellis  (Stewart  M.).  MAINLY  VIC- 
TORIAN. Illustrated.  21*.  net. 

Ernie  (Lord).  THE  LAND  AND  ITS 
PEOPLE.  105.  6d.  net. 

Eolalia  of  Spain  (H.B.H.  Infanta). 
COURTS  AND  COUNTRIES  AFTER 
THE  WAR.  Illustrated.  2is.  net. 

Ewart  (John  S.,  E.G.,  LL.D.).  THE  ROOTS 
AND  CAUSES  OF  THE  WAR.  Two 
volumes.  425.  net. 

Farington  (Joseph,  B.A.).  THE  FAR- 
INGTON  DIARY.  Five  Volumes. 
Illustrated.  Each  2  is.  net. 

Folstead  (Sydney  Theodore).  GERMAN 
SPIES  AT  BAY.  8s.  64.  net. 

Fitaroy  (Sir  Almeric).  MEMOIRS. 
Two  Volumes.  Illustrated;  42$.  net. 

Fordham  (Montague).  THE  REBUILD- 
ING OF  R  U  RAL  ENGLAND.  los.  64. 
net. 

Freer-Smith  (Sir  Hamilton  P.,  C.S.I., 
R.N.).  RECOLLECTIONS  ANCIENT 
AND  MODERN.  3$.  6d.  net. 

Prohawk  (P.  W.,  M.B.O.U.,  P.E.S.). 
THE  NATURAL  HISTORY  OF 
BRITISH  BUTTERFLIES.  With  s 
Preface  by  LORD  ROTHSCHILD.  Ten 
Volumes.  '  Illustrated,  £6  6s.  net. 


Fullet  (Col.    J.  ?.,  D.S.O.).     SIR    JOHN 

MOORE'S  SYSTEM  OF  TRAINING. 

Illustrated.     los.  64.  met. 
Qibbs  (Sir  Philip).     THE  ROMANCE  OP 

EMPIRE.     103.  64.  net. 
KNOWLEDGE  IS  POWER.     101.  64  net. 
FACTS   &    IDEAS:   SHORT   STUDIES 

OF      LIFE     AND      LITERATURE. 

IDS.  64.  net. 

TEN  YEARS  AFTER.     7s.  64.  net 
Goodwin    (J.    C.).     SIDELIGHTS      ONI 

CRIMINAL  MATTERS.     i8s.  net. 
THE  SOUL  OF  A  CRIMINAL.     i8j.  aetl 
INSANITY     AND     THE     CRIMINAL. 

1 8s.  net. 

QUEER    FISH.     Frontispiece,    rfis.    net. 
Greville  (George).    MEMORIES  OF   AN-< 

OLD     ETONIAN.      Illustrated.      16*. 

net. 
Griffiths    (Morris).     YACHTING    ON    A 

SMALL  INCOME.     Illustrated.    4*.  <**. 

net. 
Haggard  (Lt.-Col.  Andrew,  C.P..  D.8.O.). 

MADAME    DE    STAEL.     Illustrated. 

1 6s.  net. 
Hamilton  (Cosmo).   FOUR  PLAYS.   TUB 

NEW  POOR,  SCANDAL,  THE  SILVER 

FOX,  THE  MOTHER  WOMAN.  7«.  64. 

net. 
Harley    Street    Doctor.    A     DOCTOR'S 

DIARY.     7s.  64.  net. 
Harrison    (Pan!   W.).    THE   ARAB   AT 

HOME.     Illustrated.     155.  net. 
HeathcoU    (Dudley).    MY       WANDER* 

INGS     IN     THE     BALKANS.     Illus- 
trated.    2  is.    net. 
Herbert    (Lieat.-CoL    The   Hon.    Aubrey). 

BEN-KENDIM :      A     RECORD     OF 

EASTERN  TRAVEL.    Maps.     2is.  net. 
Herti  (Carl).     A    MODERN   MYSTERY 

MERCHANT.     Illustrated.     18$.  »<*. 
Holton    (Surgeon    E.    C.,    B.N.).    TWO 

YEARS'  CAPTIVITY    IN    GERMAN 

EAST    AFRICA.     6s.    gd.    net. 
Humphris  (E.  M.).   THE  LIFE  OF  FRED 

ARCHER.     Illustrated.     i8s.    net. 
Iswolaky   (Alexander).    THE  MEMOIRS' 

OF       ALEXANDER        ISWOLSKY. 

Trans,   and   Edited  by  CHARLES   Louis 

SBKCER.     i6s.    net. 
Jay    (Thomaa).      OLD    JIM    NASIUM. 

Illustrated.     35.    64.    net. 
Jennings     (H.     H.).       THE     COMING 

ECONOMIC  CRISIS.     55.  net. 
Jerrold  (Douglas).   THE  ROYAL  NAVAL 

DIVISION.    With  an  Introduction  by 

the    Rt.    Hon.    WINSTON    CHURCHILL. 

Illustrated.     2 is.  net. 
Jerrold  (Walter).    HENRY    VIII.    AND 

HIS  WIVES.     Illustrated.     245   ntt. 
Joseph  (Michael).— THE   COMMERCIAL 

SIDE  OF  LITERATURE.     ?s.  6J.  *tt. 
SHORTSTORY         WRITING         FOR 

PROFIT.     Seventh   edition.     6s.   tut. 


GENERAL  LITERATURE 


General  Literature 

JOURNALISM   FOR   PROFIT.    Second 

edition.    6s.  net. 
HOW  TO  WRITE  A    SHORT-STORY. 

3*.  6d.  net. 
Kwble   (Robert).      TAHITI:    ISLE  OF 

DREAMS.     Illustrated.     i6s.    net. 
Kennedy- Bell    (M.    G.).    A       GARDEN 

TIMEPIECE.     Illustrated.     75.  6d.  net. 
Kernnban    (Conlson).       CELEBRITIES. 

Illustrated.     i6s.  net. 
Laaetry   (Lillie,   Lady  d«   Eaihe).    THE 

DAYS  I  KNEW.     lUustrated.     24S.net. 
Lcith  (Major  Forbes,  F.R.G.S.).    BY  CAR 

TO   INDIA.     Illustrated.     7$.  6d.   net. 
La  Sotre  (G.).     PARIS  IN  THE  REVO- 
LUTION.    Illustrated.     iSs.  net. 
Lc  Sage  (A.  R.).  THE  DEVIL  ON  TWO 

STICKS.     Illustrated  by  Kitty  Shan- 

non.     24&.  net. 
Lo?at     (Lady).    THE    CHURCH     AND 

THE  CHRISTIAN  SOUL,     ys.  6d.  net. 
MaeClnre  (H.  R.).    LAND  TRA  VEL  AND 

SEAFARING.     lUustrated.     i8s.  net. 
Madd.ison     (!TI).     RIDING     ASTRIDE 

FOR  GIRLS.     Illustrated.     i6s.  net. 
March  (The  Earl  ot).    A  DUKE   AND 

HIS  FRIENDS.     Two  wUtmes.     IUus- 

trated.     »4S.  net. 
Marshall    (Herbert).     MEMOIRS   OF   A 

PRIVATE  DETECTIVE.     125.  fid.  net. 
HeEwan     (Eobert    Dj.     ZIG-ZAGGING 

ROUND  THE   WORLD.     lUustrated. 

8$.  64.  net. 
Melville  (Lewta).    LADY  SUFFOLK  AND 

HER  CIRCLE.     IHustratcd  by  KITTY 

SHANNON.    2is.  net. 
BEAU    BRUMMELL.     Illustrated,     a  is. 

net. 
THE  LIFE  AND  LETTERS  OF  LADY 

MARY  WORTLEY  MONTAGUE.     Il- 
lustrated.    1 81.  net. 

NELL  GWYNN.      Second  edition.     lUus- 
trated. 2  is.  net. 
Berson    (Billy).     FIXIN'   THE   STOOF 

OOP.     Illustrated.     4$.  6d.  net. 
Milieu  (Constance  E.).    HOW  TO  WRITE 

ADVERTISEMENTS.    lUustrated.    6s. 

net. 
Hole   (Comst).     LIFE    AND    MEMOIRS 

OF   COUNT   MOLE.     (Edited  by    the 

MARQUIS     NOAILLES).     Two     Volumes. 

lUustrated.     Each  i8s.  net. 
0'  Moore    Creagh    (Gen.   Sir)   and    E.  M. 

Hnmphria,  THE  V.C.  AND  D.S.O.  Three 

Volumes.   lUustrated.     84$.    net. 
Osborn  (Chme  Salmon).  MADAGASCAR  : 

LAND     ,OF      THE      MAN-EATING 

TREE.  ^lUustrated.     i8s.  net. 
Pagel  (Capt.  J.  (Mho).      BEAGLES  AND 

BEAGLING.     JUustrated.     2 is.   net. 
PalBolome      (Maurice).      AN     AMBAS- 
SADOR'S MEMOIRS.     Thrtt  Volumes. 

liiustratcd.     Each   18*.   tut. 


(continued) 

THE  TRAGIC  ROMANCE  OF 
ALEXANDER  II.  Illustrated,  us.  f>4, 
net. 

Parmale*  (Manrice  A.).  BLOCKADE 
AND  SEA  POWER.  155.  net. 

Paterson  (Lt.-Col.  J.  H.,  D.S.O.).  WITH 
THE  JUDEANS  IN  THE  PALESTINE 
CAMPAIGN.  lUustrated.  i6s.  net. 

WITH  ZIONISTS  IN  GALIPOLI.  6f. 
net. 

Phillips  (Sir  Lionel).  SOME  REMIIs'lS- 
CENCES.  Illustrated.  i8s.  net. 

Pricbard  (Major  H.  H&sketh).  SNIPING 
IN  FRANCE.  lUustrated.  izs.  6d. 
net. 

Pyecraft  (W.  P.).  CAMOUFLAGE  IN 
NATURE.  lUustrated.  2is.  net. 

Ropington  (CoL  C.  a  Court).  THE  LIFE 
AND  DEATH  OF  MARIE  STUART. 
A  Play.  Frontispiece.  6s.  net. 

Ribot  (Alexandra).  LETTERS  TO  A 
FRIEND.  Illustrated.  2 is.  net. 

Eichardson  (Lt.-Col.  E.  H.).  WATCH 
DOGS  :  THEIR  TRAINING  AND 
MANAGEMENT.  lUustrated.  7s.  6d. 
net. 

RobiM  (Elisabeth).  ANCILLA'S  SHARE  : 
AN  INDICTMENT  OF  SEX  ANTAGONISM. 
1 8s.  net. 

Rockefeller  (John  D.,  Jnr.).  THE  PER- 
SONAL RELATION  IN  INDUSTRY. 
43.  6d.  net. 

Russell  (Mrs.  Frank).  FRAGMENTS  OF 
AULD  LANG  SYNE.  lUustrated.  i8«. 
net. 

Sabatini  (Rafael).  THE  TYRANT :  A 
PLAY.  4«.  6d.  net. 

Bchnitzler  (Herman).  THE  REPUBLIC 
OF  MEXICO.  255.  net. 

Scott  (Alexander).  TURF  MEMORIES 
OF  SIXTY  YEARS.  Edited  by  W. 
J.  COLLINS.  lUustrated  i8s.  net. 

Sergeant  (Phffip  W.).  ROGUES  AND 
SCOUNDRELS.  lUustrated.  i8s.  net. 

ANN  BOLEYN.  Fifth  Edition.  lUus- 
trated. 75.  6d.  net. 

LIARS  AND  FAKERS.  Illustrated.  185. 
net. 

Sichel  (Walter,  M.A.).  TYPES  AND 
CHARACTERS.  Frontispiece.  i8s.  net. 

Sinclair  (May).  JOURNAL  OF  IMPRES- 
SIONS IN  BELGIUM.  8s.  6d.  net. 

Sloan  (H.).  WANDERINGS  IN  THE 
MIDDLE  EAST.  Illustrated.  i8s.  net. 

Smith  (Sir  Frederick,  E.C.,  M.P.)  (The  Earl 
of  Birkenhead.)  MY  AMERICAN 
VISIT.  lUustrated.  6s.  net. 

Steel  (Flora  Annie).  TALES  OF  INDIAN 
HEROES :  BKING  THE  STORIES  OF 
UAMAMZABATA  AND  RAMATANA.  18*.  f-1. 


GENERAL  LITERATURE 


Step  (Edward,  F.L.S.).  GO  TO  THE 
ANT.  A  popular  account  of  the  Ant. 
Illustrated.  i8s.  net. 

Terriere  (Col.  B.  Do  Sales  la).  DAYS 
THAT  ARE  GONE.  Second  Edition. 
Illustrated.  75.  6d.  net. 

Thomas  (Lowell).  WITH  LAWRENCE 
IN  ARABIA.  Illustrated.  2 is.  net. 

Tompkins  (B.).  SPRINGS  AND  HOW 
TO  DISCERN  THEM  WITH  THE 
DIVINING  ROD.  Illustrated.  5$.  net. 

Tynan  (Katharine).  LIFE  IN  THE 
OCCUPIED  AREA.  i8s.  net. 

Vifflers  (H.  Montagu).  CHARMS  OF  A 
CONSULAR  CAREER.  125.  6d.  net. 

Voight  (Charles  H.).  FAMOUS  GENTLE- 
MEN RIDERS.  Illustrated.  2 is.  net. 

von  Bernhardi  (General).  THE  WAR  OF 
THE  FUTURE.  i6s.  net. 

von  Schonltz  (Commodore  G.).  WITH 
THE  BRITISH  BATTLE  FLEET: 
WAR  RECOLLECTIONS  OF  A  RUS- 
SIAN NAVAL  OFFICER.  Illustrated. 
245.  net. 

11  D  "  Boat  Commander.  THE  DIARY 
OF  A  "U"  BOAT  COMMANDER. 
Illustrated.  8s.  6d.  net. 

Walburga,  Lady  Paget.  IN  MY  TOV/ER. 
Two  Volitions.  Illustrated.  425.  net. 

White  (Albert  C.).  THE  IRISH  FREE 
STATE:  ITS  EVOLUTION  AND 
POSSIBILITIES.  45.  6d.  net. 

Wignall  (Trevor  C.).  THE  STORY  OF 
BOXING.  Illustrated.  2 is.  net. 


General  Literature    (continued) 


Williams  (H.  Noel).  THE  LAST  LOVES 
OF  HENRY  OF  NAVARRE.  Illus- 
trated. 1 8s.  net. 

THE  LIFE  AND  LETTERS  OF  SIR 
CHARLES  NAPIER.  Illustrated. 
1 6s.  net. 

Williams  (Oakley).  THE  WORK  OF 
P.  A.  De  LAZLO.  With  an  introduc- 
tion by  COMTE  ROBERT  DE  MONTES- 
QUIOU.  In  one  large  folio  volume  con- 
taining 64  photogravure  plates,  f'rict 
£10  10$, 

Wolkonsky  (Prince  Serge).  MY  REMI- 
NISCENCES. Two  Volumes.  Illus- 
trated. 36$.  net. 

Wood  (Edith  Elmer).      HOUSING  PRO- 
GRESS    IN     WESTERN     EUROPE., 
Illustrated.     I2S.  6d.  net. 

Woods  Pasha  (H.E.  Admiral  Sir  Henry). 
SPUN-YARN  :  FROM  THE  STRANDS 
OF  A  SAILOR'S  LIFE.  Illustrated. 
Two  Volumes.  365.  net, 

Wyndham  (Col.  Gay)  and  Professor 
John  W.  Mackail.  THE  LIFE  AND 
LETTERS  OF  THB  RIGHT  HON. 
GEORGE  WYNDHAM.  Two  Volumes. 
425.  net. 

Wyndham  (Horace).  THE  MAYFAIR 
CALENDAR :  SOME  SOCIETY 
CAUSES  CELEB  RE.  Illustrated.  18*. 
net. 

FAMOUS  TRIALS  RETOLD.  i»t.  64. 
net. 


FICTION 

Recently  Published  by 
HUTGHINSON  &  CO. 
Price  7/6  net  each  volume. 


LODDON       FROM       L»  RAMIE.       Joseph       B. 

Ames. 

WINNIE  O'WYNN  AND  THE  DARK  HORSSS. 
Bertram  Atkey. 

TOBY.     Phyllis  Austin. 

VALENTINE.     Phyllis  Austin 

THE  STORY  OF  OSCAR.     John  Ayscough. 

FATHER  ABRAHAM.     Irving  Bacheller. 

THE    HAND    OF    A    THOUSAND    RINGS. 
Robert  Bachmann. 


THE  SEVEN  SLEEPERS.     Francis  Beeding 

(Asrak). 

THE  LOVE  LINK.     Pearl  Doles  Bell. 
COLIN  II.     E.  F.  Benson. 
THE  WHOLE  STORY.     Elizabeth  Bibesco. 

THE     DRIVING    OF    DESTINY.       Ursula 

Bloom. 

GENTLEMAN  RICHES.     Lucille  Borden. 
THE  HATE  THAT  LASTS.     G.  B.  Burgin. 

THE  LORD  OF  LITTLE  LANGTON.     G.  B. 
Burgin. 
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Katharine  Newlin 


THE  GREY  PARROT. 
Burt. 


THE  FIGHTING  REDHEAD.     E.  Whiteman 
Chambers. 

IT  HAPPENED  IN  ROME.     Isabel  C.  Clarke. 
A  KING  OF  SPACE.      Joan  A.  Cowdroy. 
KING'S  YELLOW.     Lewis  Cox. 
OLD  YOUTH.     Coningsby  Dawson. 
THE  WINNING  GAME.    Elizabeth  Dejeans. 

THE  CHIP  AND  THE  BLOCK.     E.  M.  Dela- 
field. 

CARLA  LIGHT.     May  Edginton. 
THE  WATERS  OF  FAYLE.     Cicely  Farmer 
LITTLE  PETER  VACUUM.     Anthony  Gibbs. 
UNCHANGING  QUEST.     Sir  Philip  Gibbs. 
THE  ZIG-ZAG  MAN.    John  C.  Goodwin. 


MORAN  OF  SADDLE  BUTTE. 
nison. 


THE     SEVENTH 
Hamby. 

THE  HOUSE  OF  THE  SEVEN  KEYS. 
E.  and  Thomas  W.  Hanshew. 


Lynn  Gun- 

HUNCH.     William     H. 
Mary 

Newman 


THE  GATES  OF  THE  STRONG. 
Harding. 

OAK  AND  IRON.     James  B.  Hendryx. 
LITTLE  TIGER.     Anthony  Hope. 
THE  SPANISH  DANCER.     Victor  Hugo. 
OFF  THE  TRACK.     Sir  Henry  Juta. 

SQUATTERS  AT  DABCHICK  LAKE.     Ewart 
Kinsburn. 

TEMBSCAL.     H.  H.  Knibbs. 


Herman 


THE  ROOM  UNDER  THE  STAIRS. 
Landon. 

THE    HILL    BEYOND.     Helen     Prothero 
Lewis. 

ALEC'S  MOTHER.     Norma  Lorimer. 
BREAD  OF  DECEIT.    Mrs.  Belloc  Lowndes. 
COVERT.     J.  Bernard  MacCarthy. 

SHAKEN   DOWN.     Alice   MacGowan   and 
Perry  Newberry. 

THE   KEEPER  OF   THE   RIVER.     Hamish 
Macleod. 


BLACK    STAR'S 
McCully. 

TREAD  SOFTLY. 


CAMPAIGN.        Johnston 

Lady  Miles. 

Emmeline  Morri- 


WIFE.     Emma    M. 


SWEPT  BY  THE  TIDE. 
son. 

JASPER    COULSON'S 
Mortimer. 

TIDES  OF  MEN.     Ronald  Oakeshott. 
UNRAVELLED   KNOTS.     Baroness   Orczy. 
IN  ZANZIBAR      Ralph  D.  Paine. 
FIREFLY.     Diana  Patrick. 
MAJOR  DANE'S  GARDEN.     M.  F.  Perham. 
THE  GUN  FANNER.     Kenneth  Perkins. 
WERE  THEY  JUSTIFIED  ?    Austin  Phillips. 
UP  HILL,  DOWN  DALE.     Eden  Phillpotts. 
GEORGE   WESTOVER.     Eden   Phillpotts. 

UNDER  THE  ORANGE  TREES.     Kathlyn 
Rhodes. 

WE  WHO  BELIEVE.     F.  Horace  Rose. 
THE  BLACK  GLOVE.     J.  G.  Sarasin. 

Margaret  Baillie  Saun- 


DIMITY  HALL. 
ders. 

THE  UNKNOWN  PATH. 


THE  Vow   OF  MICAH  JORDAN. 
Silberrad. 


Lady  A.  Scott. 
Una  L. 


H. 


THE  HOUSE  OF  CRIMSON  SHADOWS. 
de  Vere  Stacpoole. 

A  CAVALIER  OF  NAVARRE.     Charles   B. 
Stilson. 

TALES     You     WON'T     BELIEVE.     G«ne 
Stratton- Porter. 

THE  STONY  TRAIL.     May  Sutherland. 
THE  ELDER  SISTER.     Frank  Swinnerton. 
As  THE  STARS  COME  OUT.     Netta  Syrett. 
THE  GREEN  RAY.     Vance  Thompson. 

THE  PLAGUE  OF  His  OWN  HEART.     Mrs. 
Wilfred  Ward. 

THE  AMBER  MERCHANT. 


THE  DOUBLE  DISAPPEARANCE. 
Stanley. 


Peggy  Weblingi 
L.  Win 


WHAT    CAME 
Yorke. 


TO    CINDERELLA.     Curtis 
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In  Crown  8vo,  cloth  bound, 

THE  LovE-A-DucK,     Stacy  Aumonier. 

HEARTBEAT.     Stacy  Aumonier. 

THE  MATING  OF  MARCUS.     Mabel  Barnes- 

Grundy. 
THE    GREAT    HUSBAND    HUNT.    Mabel 

Barnes-Grimdy. 

VIOLA  HUDSON.  Isabel  C.  Clarke. 
THE  YOUNG  DIANA.  Marie  Corelli. 
DAUGHTERS  OF  THE  SEVEN  MILE.  Zora 

Cross. 

ZELLA  SEES  HERSELF.     E.  M.  Delafield. 
THE  HEEL  OF  ACHILLES.     E.  M.  Delafield. 
CONSEQUENCES.     E.  M.  Delafield. 
TENSION.     E.  M.  Delafield. 
THE  PELICANS.     E.  M.  Delafield. 
THE  WAR-WORKERS.     E.  M.  Delafield. 
TETHERSTONES    (gotb    thousand).     Ethel 

M.  Dell. 
CHARLES   REX   (isoth   thousand).     Ethel 

M.  Dell. 
THE  LAMP  IN  THE  DESERT(i8oth  thousand) 

Ethel  M.  Dell. 
THB   BARS   OF   IRON    (sizth   thousand). 

Ethel  M.  Dell. 

THE   HUNDREDTH  CHANCE   (2?oth  thou- 
sand).    Ethel  M.  Dell. 
RAT  OF  PARIS.     Dorota  Flatau. 
THE  LOWER  POOL.     Ellen  T.  Fowler. 
GERALD      CRANSTON'S      LADY.      Gilbert 

Frankau. 
MEN,  MAIDS,  AND  MUSTARD-POT.     Gilbert 

Frankau. 

PETER  JACKSON,  CIGAR  MERCHANT.   Gil- 
bert Frankau. 
THE   SEEDS   OF   ENCHANTMENT.     Gilbert 

Frankau. 
THE  WOMAN  OF  THE  HORIZON.     Gilbert 

Frankau. 

ONE  OF  THEM.     Gilbert  Frankau. 
THE  LOVE-STORY  OF  ALIETTE  BRUNTON. 

Gilbert  Frankau. 
THE  MIDDLE  OF  THE  ROAD.     Sir  Philip 

Gibbs. 
THE  CUSTODY  OF  THE  CHILD.    Sir  Philip 

Gibbs. 
THE  STREET  OF  ADVENTURE.    Sir  Philip 

Gibbs. 
HELEN  OF  LANCASTER  GATE.     Sir  Philip 

Gibbs. 
INTELLECTUAL     MANSIONS,     S.W.       Sir 

Philip  Gibbs. 

VENETIAN  LOVERS.     Sir  Philip  Gibbs. 
OLIVER'S  KIND  WOMEN.     Sir  Philip  Gibbs. 
A  MASTER  OF  LIFE.     Sir  Philip  Gibbs. 
BACK  TO  LIFE.     Sir  Philip  Gibbs. 
WISDOM'S  DAUGHTER.     Sir  H.  Rider  Hag- 
gard. 

SHE  AND  ALLAN.     Sir  H.  Rider  Haggard. 
HEU-HEU,    OR    THE    MONSTER.     Sir    H. 

Rider  Haggard. 
THI  LAST  TIME.     Robert  Hichens. 


with  attractive  picture  wrapper. 

POOR  RELATIONS.     Cornpton  Mackenzie. 

RICH  RELATIVES.     Compton  Mackenzie. 

SYLVIA  SCARLETT.     Compton  Mackenzie. 

SYLVIA    AND    MICHAEL.     Compton    Mac- 
kenzie. 

A  LITTLE  MORE.     W.  B.  Maxwell. 

A  MAN  AND  His  LESSON.     W.  B.  Maxwell. 

A  REMEDY  AGAINST  SIN.    W.  B.     Max- 
well. 

VINDICATION.     Stephen  McKenna. 

THE  COMMANDMENT  OF  MOSES.     Stephen 
McKenna. 

SOLILOQUY.     Stephen  McKenna. 

THE  SECRET  VICTORY.   Stephen  McKenna. 

LADY  LILITH.     Stephen  McKenna. 

SONIA  MARRIED.     Stephen  McKenna. 

THE  EDUCATION  OF  ERIC  LANE.     Stephen 
McKenna. 

THE  REAL  SALLY.     Elinor  Mordaunt. 

CUT   AND   COME   AGAIN.     Ronald   Oake- 
shott. 

THE  RED  REDMAYNES.     Eden  Phillpotts. 

A  DIAL  WITH  THE  DEVIL.     Eden  Phill- 
potts. 

THE  GREEN  ALLEYS.     Eden  Phillpotts. 

STORM  IN  A  TEACUP.     Eden  Phillpotts. 

DESERT  JUSTICE.     Kathlyn  Rhodes. 

WILD     HEART     OF     YOUTH.      Kathlya 
Rhodes. 

DESERT  LOVERS.     Kathlyn  Rhodes. 

A  DESERT  CAIN.     Kathlyn  Rhodes. 

THE  GOLDEN  APPLE.     Kathlyn  Rhodes; 

THE  WILL  OF  ALLAH.     Kathlyn  Rhodes. 

THE       DESERT       DREAMERS.       Kathlyn 
Rhodes. 

COURAGE.     Kathlyn  Rhodes. 

TIME  is  WHISPERING.     Elizabeth  Robin*. 

THE  POST- WAR  GIRL.     Berta  Ruck. 

SIR  OR  MADAM  ?     Berta  Ruck. 

FORTUNE'S  FOOL.     Rafael  Sabatini. 

THE  TRAMPLING  OF  THE  LILIES.     Rafael 
Sabatini. 

LOVE-AT-ARMS.     Rafael   Sabatini. 

ANTHONY  WILDING.     Rafael  Sabatini. 

THE    BANNER    OF    THE    BULL.     Rafael 
Sabatini. 

THE  SNARE.     Rafael  Sabatini. 

THE  SHAME  OF  MOTLEY.    Rafael  Sabatini. 

CAPTAIN  BLOOD.     Rafael  Sabatini. 

ST.  MARTIN'S  SUMMER.     Rafael  Sabatini. 

THE  SEA-HAWK.     Rafael  Sabatini. 

THE  TAVERN  KNIGHT.     Rafael  Sabatini. 

HISTORICAL      NIGHTS'      ENTERTAINMENT 
(Series  I.).     Rafael  Sabatini. 

HISTORICAL      NIGHTS'      ENTERTAINMENT 
(Series  II.).     Rafael  Sabatini. 

SCARAMOUCHE.     Rafael  Sabatini. 

A  CURE  OF  SOULS.     May. Sinclair. 

THE  THREE  BRONTES.     May  Sinclair. 

ANNE  SEVERN  AND  THK  FIELDINGS.     May 

Sinclair. 
to 
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MR.    AND    MRS.    NKVILLB  TYSON.    May 

Sinclair. 

KITTY  TAILLEUR-     May  Sinclair. 
Two  SIDES  OF  A  QUESTION.  May  Sinclair. 
THE  HELPMATE.     May  Sinclair. 
THE  CREATORS.     May  Sinclair. 
NEITHER  no  I  CONDEMN  THEE.     Andrew 

SOUTAR. 
THE    GARDEN    OF    GOD.    H.    de    Vere 

Stacpoole. 

TOTO.    H.  de  Vere  Stacpoole. 
VANDERDECKEN.     H.  de  Vere  Stapoole. 
SATAN.     H.  de  Vere  Stacpoole. 
OCEAN  TRAMPS.     H.  de  Vere  Stacpoole. 
B)  IJE  ALOES.     Cynthia  Stockley. 


THE   HAND  OF  PERIL.     Arthur  Stringer. 
THE  CITY  OF  PERIL.     Arthur  Stringer. 
THE     HOUSE      OF     INTRIGUE.       Arthit 

Stringer. 

YOUNG  FELIX.     Frank  Swinnerton. 
MAY  EVE.    E.  Temple  Thurston. 
THE  MIRACLE.     E.  Temple  Thurston. 
THE  YARD.     Horace  Annesley  Vachell. 
CHANGE     PARTNERS.     Horace     Annesley 

Vachell. 
THE     THIRTEEN      TRAVELLERS.      Hugh 

Walpole. 

THE  JUDGE.     Rebecca  West. 
THE    TRAVELLER    IN    THE    FUR    CLOAK. 

Stanley  Weyman. 
THE  WATER  DIVINER.     Dolf  Wyllarde. 


RISK  I     Arthur  Stringer. 
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In  crown  8vo,  with  attractive  picture  wrapper  in  colours. 


THE  THIEF  OF  BAGDAD  (Illustrated). 
Achmed  Abdullah. 

THE  ROLL  CALL.    Arnold  Bennett. 

VISIBLE  AND  INVISIBLE.     E.  F.  Benson. 

COLIN.     E.  F.  Benson. 

Miss  MAPP.     E.  F.  Benson. 

DODO  WONDERS.     E.  F.  Benson. 

ROBIN  LINNET.     E.  F.  Benson. 

QUEEN  LUCIA.     E.  F.  Benson. 

MY  LADY  FRIVOL.  Rosa  Nouchette 
Carey. 

KITTY  AND  OTHERS.  Agnes  and  Egerton 
Castle. 

LISHOYLE.     B.  M.  Croker. 

THE  HEART  OF  A  CHILD.     Frank  Danby. 

THE  VANISHING  POINT.  Coningsby  Daw- 
sou. 

THE  COAST  OF  FOI.LY.    Coningsby  Dawson. 

THE  ROAD  TO  AVALON.  Coningsby 
Dawson. 

THE  LAST  CHANCE  RIVER.  Coningsby 
Dawson. 

SLAVES  OF  FREEDOM.     Ccvoingsby  Dawson. 

THE  KINGSOM  ROUND  THE  CORNER.  Con- 
ingsby Dawsou. 

THE  GARDEN  WITHOUT  WALLS.  Conings- 
by Dawson. 

THE  RAFT.     Coningsby  Dawson. 

HUMBUG.    E.  M.  Delafield. 

THE  OPTIMIST.    E.  M.  Delafield. 

JUST  MY  STORY.    Stephen   Donoghue. 

MORRY.     Robert  Elson. 

MAXA.     Robert  Elson. 

CURISTABEL,     Edith  Henrietta  Fowler. 

FURY.     Edmund  Gouldiug. 

THE  BLINDNESS  OF  VIRTUE.  Cosmo 
Hamilton. 

THE  IRON  HORSE.    Edwin  C.  Hill. 

THE  LOST  CONTINENT.  C.  J.  Cutcliffe 
Hyne. 

Tmc  FILIBUSTERS.     C.  J.  Cutclifte  Hync. 

THE  TKJALS  OF  COMMAND**  McTuRK. 
C.  J.  Cutcliffe  Hyne. 


Gaston 


THE  PHANTOM  OF  THE  OPERA. 

Leroux. 

THE  SHADOW  OF  EGYPT.     Norma  Lorimer. 
THE  FALSE  DAWN.     Norma  Lorimer. 
THE  PATH  OF  LOVE.     Norma  Lorimer. 
A  MENDER  OF  IMAGES.     Norma  Lorimer. 
THE  TERRIFORD   MYSTERY.     Mrs.  Belloc 

Lowndes. 
WHERE  No  MAN  PURSUETH.     Mrs.  Belloc 

Lowndes. 

THE  PULSE  OF  LIFE.  Mrs.  Belloc  Lowndes. 
BARBARA  REBBLL.  Mrs.  Belloc  Lowndes. 
LOVE  AND  HATRED.  Mrs.  Belloc  Lowndes. 
THE  PRICS  OF  ADMIRALTY.  Mrs.  Belloc 

Lowndes. 
THE  TEN  COMMANDMENTS.     Henry  Mac- 

Mahon  and  Jeanie  MacPherson.     (With 

Illustrations  from  the  Film) 
A    MADONNA    OF    THE    STREETS.       By 

W.  B.  Maxwell.     (The  Film  edition  of 

"  The      Ragged     Messenger,"    with     8 

illustrations.) 

SONIA  MARRIED.     Stephen  McKENNA. 
LAURA  CREICHTON.     Elinor  Mordaunt. 
SHORT  SHIPMENTS.     Elinor  Mordaunt. 
ALAS  !  THAT  SPRING.     Elinor  Mordaunt. 
RUNG  Ho.    Talbot  Mundy. 
THE  IVORY  TRAIL.    Talbot  Mundy. 
HIRA  SINGH'S  TALK.    Talbot  Mtindy. 
WINDS  OF  THK  WORLD.    Talbot  Mundy. 
KING,  OF  THI  KHYBER  RIFLES.    Talbot 

Mundy. 

THE  NINE  UNKNOWN.     Talbot  Mundy. 
THE  AUTOBIOGRAPHY  OF  A  BLACKGUARD. 

Raymond  Paton.      (With  Illustrations 

from   the   Film   "  The  Blackguard.") 
THE   MAN  WHO  LOST  HIMSELF.    H.  do 

Vere  Stacpoole. 

ASHES  OF  VENGEANCE.     H.  B.  Somerville 
CHARITY   CORNER.     Andrew   Soutar. 
GREEN  ORCHARD.     Andrew  Soutar. 
MAGPIE  HOUSK.     Andrew  Soutar. 
ROAD  TO   ROMANCE.     Andrew  Soutar. 
HORNET'S  NEST.    Andrew  Soutar. 
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BATTLING  BARKER.     Andrew  Soutar. 
THE  ISLAND  OF  TEST      Andrew  Soutar. 
VIRGINIA  OF  THE  RHODESIANS.     Cynthia 
Stockley. 


MANHANDLED.     Arthur   Stringer. 
THE  BRIGHTENER.     C.  N.  &  A.  M.  William- 
son. 


Hutchinson's  New  Novels,  2s.  Net 


A  BUCCANEER  IN  SPATS.  Achmed  Ab- 
dullah. 

ALIEN  SOULS.     Achmed  Abdullah. 

THE  TRAIL  OF  THE  BEAST.  Achmed 
Abdullah. 

THE  BLUE-EYED  MANCHU.  Achmed  Ab- 
dullah. 

THE  RED  STAIN.     Achmed  Abdullah. 

THE  MATING  OF  THE  BLADES.  Achmed 
Abdullah. 

NIGHT  DRUMS.    Achmed  Abdullah. 

THE  SHADOW  MAN.     Ruby  M.  Ayres. 

THE  GREAT  HUSBAND  HUNT.  Mabel 
Barnes-Grundy. 

MARGUERITE'S  WONDERFUL  YEAR.  Mabel 
Barnes-Grundy. 

Two  IN  A  TENT  AND  JANE.  Mabel 
Barnes-Grundy. 

HILARY  ON  HER  OWN.  Mabel  Barnes- 
Grundy. 

PATRICIA  PLAYS  A  PART.  Mabel  Barnes- 
Grundy. 

THE  THIRD  Miss  WENDERBY.  Mabel 
Barnes-Grundy. 

AN  UNDRESSED  HEROINE.  Mabel  Barnes- 
Grundy. 

THE  VACILLATIONS  OF  HAZEL.  Mabel 
Barnes-Grundy. 

CANDYTUFT — I  MEAN  VERONICA.  Mabel 
Barnes-Grundy. 

HER  MAD  MONTH.  Mabel  Barnes- 
Grundy. 

A  GIRL  FOR  SALE.     Mabel  Barnes-Grundy. 

JOHN  o'  CHIMES.  Margaret  Baillie-Saun- 
ders. 

MADGE  HINTON'S  HUSBANDS.  Margaret 
Baillie-Saunders. 

MCBRIDE'S  FIRST  WIFE.  Margaret  Baillie 
Saunders. 

MAKESHIFTS.     Margaret  Baillie-Saunders. 

DODO  WONDERS.     E.  F.  Benson. 

Miss  MAPP.     E.  F.  Benson. 

QUEEN  LUCIA.     E.  F.  Benson. 

ROBIN  LINNET.     E.  F.  Benson. 

COME  RACK  !  COME  ROPE  I  Robert  Hugh 
Benson. 

A  DARK  MARRIAGE  MORN.  Charlotte  M. 
Brame. 

THROWN  ON  THE  WORLD.  Charlotte  M. 
Brame. 

A  NAMELESS  SIN.     Charlotte  M.  Brame. 

A  WOMAN'S  ERROR.    Charlotte  M.  Brame. 

A  SHADOWED  LIFE.     Charlotte  M.  Brame. 

AT  THE  ELEVENTH  HOUR.  Charlotte  M. 
Brame. 

IKBNS'S  Vow.     Charlotte  M.  Brarn*. 


LADY  ETHEL'S  WHIM.  Charlotte  M. 
Brame. 

MY  LADY  FRIVOL.     Rosa  N.  Carey. 

ANNA  NUGENT.     Isabel  C.  Clarke. 

AVERAGE  CABINS.     Isabel  C.  Clarke. 

THE  POTTER'S  HOUSE.     Isabel  C.  Clarke. 

URSULA  FINCH.     Isabel  C.  Clarke. 

LADY  TRENT'S  DAUGHTER.  Isabel  C. 
Clarke. 

YOUNG  CYMBELINE.     Isabel  C.  Clarke. 

TRESSIDER'S  SISTER.     Isabel  C.  Clarke. 

THE  LIGHT  ON  THE  LAGOON.  Isabel  C. 
Clarke. 

THE  DEEP  HEART.     Isabel  C.  Clarke. 

BY  THE  BLUE  RIVER.     Isabel  C.  Clarke. 

ONLY  ANNE.     Isabel  C.  Clarke. 

THE  LAMP  OF  DESTINY.     Isabel  C.  Clarke. 

FINE  CLAY.     Isabel  C.  Clarke. 

THE  SECRET  CITADEL.     Isabel  C.  Clarke. 

THE  CHILDREN  OF  EVE.     Isabel  C.  Clarke. 

THE  ADVENTURES  OF  GERRY.  Dorothea 
Conyers. 

IRISH  STEW.     Dorothea  Conyers. 

ROOTED  OUT.     Dorothea  Couyers. 

THE  WAITING  OF  MOYA.  Dorothea  Con- 
yers. 

THE  TOLL  OF  THE  BLACK  LAKE.  Dorothea 
Conyers. 

THE  LAMP  IN  THE  DESERT.     Ethel  M.  Dell. 

THE  BARS  OF  IRON.     Ethel  M.  Dell. 

THE  HUNDREDTH  CHANCE.     Ethel  M.  Dell. 

THE  DESERT  OF  DREAMS.  Mrs.  Frances 
Everard. 

UNDER  EASTERN  STARS.  Mrs.  Frances 
Everard. 

THE  DRAGOMAN.     Mrs.  Frances  Everard. 

A  WHITE  MAN.     Mrs.  Frances  Everard. 

A  DAUGHTER  OF  THE  SAND.  Mrs.  Frances 
Everard. 

NANCE.     Charles  Garvice. 

BETTIR  THAN  LIFE.     Charles  Garvice. 

CALL  OF  THE  HEART.     Charles  Garvice. 

IN  CUPID'S  CHAINS.     Charles  Garvice. 

ONE  GIRL  IN  THE  WORLD.  Charles  Gar- 
vice. 

A  CORONET  OF  SHAME.     Charles  Garvice. 

THE  GIRL  AT  THE  'BACCA  SHOP.  Charles 
Garvice. 

A  BIT  OF  BLUE  STONE.     Maxwell  Gray. 

BREAKERS  ON  THE  SAND.  Winilred  Gra- 
ham. 

SEALED  WOMEN.     Winiired  Graham 

JOHN  EDGAR'S  ANGELS.  Winifred  Gra- 
ham. 

EVE  AND  THE  ELDERS.     Winifred  Graham. 

AND  IT  WAS  So.     Winifred  Graham. 
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THE  DAUGHTER  TERRIBLE.  Winifred  Gra- 
ham. 

WE  OF  THE  NEVER-NEVER.  Mrs.  ^Eneas 
Gunn. 

LUCINDA.     Anthony  Hope. 

JULIA.     Baroness  von  Hutten. 

LIKE  ANY  OTHER  MAN.    H.  Prothero  Lewis. 

THE  HEART  OF  THE  OFFENDER.  H. 
Prothero  Lewis. 

THE  FIRE  OPAL.     H.  Prothero  Lewis. 

THE  SILENT  SHORE.     H.  Prothero  Lewis. 

HOOKS  OF  STEEL.     H.  Prothero  Lewis. 

THE  UNGUARDED  TAPER.  H.  Prothero 
Lewis. 

THE  PEEP-SHOW.     H.  Prothero  Lewis. 

As  GOD  MADE  HER.     H.  Prothero  Lewis. 

THE  SILVER  BRIDGE.     H.  Prothero  Lewis. 

LOVE  AND  THE  WHIRLWIND.  H.  Prothero 
Lewis. 

TOBIAS  AND  THE  ANGEL.  H.  Prothero 
Lewis. 

THE  RUDDER  AND  THE  ROCK.  H.  Prothero 
Lewis. 

THRALDOM.    H.  Prothero  Lewis. 

WHAT  TIMMY  DID.     Mrs.  Belloc  Lowndes. 

OUT  OF  THE  VASTY  DEEP.  Mrs.  Belloc 
Lowndes. 

THE  LONELY  Housz.  Mrs.  Belloc 
Lowndes. 

A  REMEDY  AGAINST  SIN.   W.  B.  Maxwell. 

A  LITTLE  MORE.     W.  B.  Maxwell. 

RED,  WHITE  AND  GREY.     Lady  Miles. 

THE  RED  FLAME.    Lady  Miles. 

RALPH  CAREY.     Lady  Miles. 

THE  LARK.     E.  Nesbit. 

THE  INCREDIBLE  HONEYMOON.     E.  Nesbit. 

DUST  TO  DUST.     Isabel  Ostrander. 

ANNIHILATION.     Isabel  Ostrander. 

THE  CLUE  IN  THE  AIR.     Isabel  Ostrander. 

MCCARTY  INCOG.     Isabel  Ostrander. 

THE  TATTOOED  ARM.     Isabel  Ostrander. 

How  MANY  CARDS.     Isabel  Ostrander. 

ASHES  TO  ASHES.     Isabel  Ostrander. 

THE  CRIMSON  BLOTTER.     Isabel  Ostrander. 

THE  HERITAGE  OF  CAIN.    Isabel  Ostrander^ 

THE  TWENTY-SIX  CLUES.  Isabel  Os- 
trander. 

SUSPENSE.     Isabel  Ostrander. 

THE  ISLAND  OF  INTRIGUE.  Isabel  Os- 
trander. 

AT  1.30.     Isabel  Ostrander. 

THE  LAWTON  MYSTERY.  Isabel  Ostrander 
(jointly  with  W.  J.  Burns). 

THE  ELUSIVE  PIMPERNEL.  Baroness 
Orczy. 

PETTICOAT  GOVERNMENT.  Baroness 
Orczy. 

A  TRUE  WOMAN.    Baroness  Orczy. 

JEWELLED  NIGHTS.  Marie  Bjelke  Peter- 
sen. 

DUSK.     Marie  Bjelke  Petersen. 

DREAMING  SPIRES.    Diana  Patrick. 


ALL  TO  SEEK.    Diana  Patrick. 

THE  MANUSCRIPT  OF  YOUTH.  Diana 
Patrick. 

BARBARA  JUSTICE.     Diana  Patrick. 

ISLANDS  OF  DESIRE.     Diana  Patrick. 

DUSK  OF  MOONRISE.     Diana  Patrick. 

TORN  SAILS.     Allen  Raine. 

UNDER  THE  THATCH.    Allen  Raine. 

ON  THE  WINGS  or  THE  WIND.  Allen 
Raine. 

A  WELSH  SINGER.    Allen  Raine. 

ALL  IN  A  MONTH.     Allen  Raine. 

BY  BEKWEN  BANKS.     Allen  Raine. 

WHERE  BILLOWS  ROLL.     Allen  Rains. 

HEARTS  OF  WALES.    Allen  Raine. 

QUEEN  OF  THE  RUSHES.    Allen  Raine. 

NEITHER  STOREHOUSE  NOR  BARN.  Allen 
Raine. 

GARTHOWEN.    Allen  Raine. 

A  WELSH  WITCH.    Allen  Raine. 

THE  GOLDEN  APPLE.     Kathlyn  Rhodes. 

THE  RELENTLESS  DESERT.  Kathlyn 
Rhodes. 

A  DESERT  CAIN.     Kathlyn  Rhodes. 

COURAGE.     Kathlyn  Rhodes. 

THE  CITY  OF  PALMS.     Kathlyn  Rhodes. 

THE  WAX  IMAGE.     Kathlyn  Rhodes. 

THE  STRAIGHT  RACE.     Kathlyn  Rhodes. 

THE  DESERT  DREAMERS.  Kathlyn 
Rhodes. 

THE  WILL  OF  ALLAH.     Kathlyn  Rhodes, 

SWEET  LIFE.     Kathlyn  Rhodes. 

AFTERWARDS.     Kathlyn  Rhodes. 

THE  MAKING  OF  A  SOUL.     Kathlyn  Rhodes. 

THE  LURE  OF  THE  DESERT.  Kathlyn 
Rhodes. 

SANDS  OF  GOLD.     Kathlyn  Rhodes. 

THALASSA.     Mrs.  Baillie  Reynolds. 

A  DULL  GIRL'S  DESTINY.  Mrs.  Baillie 
Reynolds. 

A  FALSE  POSITION.  Mrs.  Baillie  Rey- 
nolds. 

THE  MAN  WHO  WON.  Mrs.  Baillie 
Reynolds. 

THE  SUPREME  TEST.  Mrs.  Baillie  Rey- 
nolds. 

ALSO  RAN.     Mrs.  Baillie  Reynolds. 

THE  MAN  WHO  UNDERSTOOD.     "  Rita." 

THE  ROAD  TO  ANYWHERE.     "  Rita." 

CONJUGAL  RIGHTS.     "  Rita." 

THE  BEST  LOVER.     "  Rita." 

PAT  THE  PEDLAR.     "  Rita." 

STAIRWAY  OF  THE  SUN.  Robert  Welles 
Ritchie. 

THE  POST-WAR  GIRL.     Berta  Ruck. 

THE  BRIDGE  OF  KISSES.     Berta  Ruck. 

THE  LAD  WITH  WINGS.    Berta  Ruck. 

His  OFFICIAL  FIANCEE.     Berta  Ruck. 

Miss  MILLION'S  MAID.     Berta  Ruck. 

THE  GIRLS  AT  HIS  BILLET.     Berta  Ruck. 

THE  COURTSHIP  OF  ROSAMUND  FAYRF. 
Berta  Ruck. 
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THE  ELEVENTH-HOUR  LOVER.  Berta  Ruck. 

THE  HONEST  MAN.     Una  L.  Silberrad. 

VANDERDECKEN.     H.  de  Vere  Stacpoole. 

THE  ORDER  or  RELEASE.  H.  de  Vere 
Stacpoole. 

THE  BEACH  OF  DKKAMS.  H.  de  Vere 
Stacpoole. 

IN  BLUE  WATERS.     H.  de  Vere  Stacpoole. 

THE  PEARL  FISHERS.  H.  de  Vere  Siac- 
poole. 

SATAN.     H.  de  Vere  Stacpoole. 

THE  BLUE  HORIZON.  H.  do  Vere  Stac- 
poole. 

Hutchinson's  Wild-West 

SNOWBLIND.     Katharine  Burt. 

THE  BRANDING  IRON.     Katharine  Burt. 

HIDDEN  CREEK.     Katharine  Burt. 

SMOKE  OF  THE  '45.     H.  S.  Drago. 

OUT  OF  THE  SILENT  NORTH.     H.  S.  Drago. 

PIEBALD,  KING  OF  BRONCHOS.    Clarence 

Hawkes. 
KING  OF  THE  FLYING  SLEDGE.     C  art-nee 

Hawkes. 
BEYOND  THE  OUTPOSTS.  Jas.  B.  Hendryx. 


UNDER  BLUK  SKIES.  H.  de  Vere  Stacpoole. 

THE  KINGMAKERS.     Burton  E.  Stevenson- 

THE  LIFE  OF  ISOBEI  ERNE.  Peggy  Web. 
ling. 

THE  FRUITLESS  ORCHARD.  Peggy  Web- 
ling. 

THE  DUMMY  HAND.  C.  N.  and  A.  M. 
Williamson. 

LIVINGSTONE  (Film  edition).  Henry 
Walton. 

PETER'S  PEOPLE.     Curtis  Yorke. 

HER  HOUSE  OF  DREAMS.     Curtis  Yorke. 

BRIONV.     Curtis  Yorke. 
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SNOWDRIFT.     James  B.  Hendryx. 
NORTH.     James  B.  Hendryx. 
THE  GOLD  GIRL.     James  B.  Hendryx 
WILD  HORSES.     H.  H.  Knibbs. 
PARTNERS  OF  CHANCE.     H.  H.  Knibi-s. 
RIDE  HIM,  COWBOY  !     Kenneth  Perkins. 
TRAILS  TO  Two  MOONS.     Robert  Wtlltrs 

Ritchie. 
THE  WOLF  OF  PURPLE  CANYON.     C.   K. 

Ulrich. 


Hutchinson's  Mystery- 

KONIGSMARK     (the    Novel    on    which   the 

famous  Film  has  been  founded).      Pierre 

Benoit. 

THE  RED  LADY.     Katharine  N.  Burt. 
THE  MYSTERY  OF  NORMAN'S  COURT.     John 

Chancellor. 
THE  HOUSE  OF  DISCORD.     Mary  E.  and 

Thomas  W.  Hanshew. 
THE  AMBER  JUNK.     Mary  E.  and  Thomas 

W.  Hanshew. 
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THE  WTTCH  MAN.  Margaret  B?lle  Houston. 
THE  GR^EN WELL'S  GLORY  CASK.     Horace 

G.  Hutchinson. 
THE  FATE  OF  OSMUND  BRETT.     Horace  G. 

Hutchinson. 
THE  MAN  WITH  THREE  NAMES.     Har»M 

MacGrath. 
THE  MILLION   DOLLAR  SUIT-CASE.     Alice 

MacGowan  aiid  Ferry  Newberry. 
THE   MARATHON    MYSTERY.      Burton    E. 

Stevenson. 


Hutchinson's  Adventure  - 

WHEN  NILK  WAS  YOUNG.  Anthony  Arm- 
strong. 

EVERY  NIGHT  AT  HALF-PAST  EIGHT.  R.  L. 
Bees  ton. 

THE  QUEEN  OF  ATLANTIS.     Pierre  Benoit 

PERIL  ISLAND.     Percy  James  Brebner. 

RAT'S  CASTLE.     Roy  Bridges. 

GREEN  BUTTERFLIES.     Roy  Bridges. 

A  HERITAGE  OF  DUST.     Helen  M.  Fairley. 

PONG  Ho.     Dorota  Flatau. 

WISDOM'S  DAUGHTER.  Sir  H.  Rider 
Haggard. 

SHE  AND  ALLAN.     Sir  H.  Rider  Haggard. 

THE  INHERITANCE  OF  JEAJ\  TROUVE. 
Nevil  Henshaw. 

PUPPETS  OF  FATE.     Selwyn  Jepson. 


Story  Library,    2s.  net. 

THE    QUALIFIED    ADVENTURER.     Selwyn 

Jepson. 

MEKTOUB.     Alexander  Macf'irhm. 
THE  YELLOW  DRAGON.     Aithus  Mills. 
THE  GOLD  OF  THE  SUNSET.  FrederickSleath 
A  BREAKER  OF  SHIPS.     Frederick  Slcath. 
THE  RED  VULTURE.     Frederick  Sleath. 
THE  STORM  CENTRE.  Burton  E.  Stevenson. 
ROGUES     or     THE     NORTH.     Albert     M 

Treynor. 
PEOPLE  OF  THE   DARKNESS.     E.   Charles 

Vivian. 

FIELDS  OF  SLKEP.      E.  Charles  Vivian. 
CITY  OF  WONDER.     E.  Charles  Vivian. 
CHUN  YUT.     Cyril  Weston. 
THE  STTINKS  OF  KHOR.     David  Wbitelawj 
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HALF  HER  KINGDOM.     E.  C.  Buley. 
A  CLOSE  FINISH.     J.  Crawford  1  raser. 
LONG  ODDS.     Rina  Ramsey  and  J.  Otho 

Paget. 
WHKN  ARCHER  RODE.     Audrtw  Soutar. 


ARDEN'S  BEAUTY.     Andrew  Soutar. 
OVER  THE  GARDEN  WALL.     I-k-nuor  Vis- 

coimU:es  Toning  ton, 
THE  FLYJKO  FIFTY-FIVE.     Ldgai  \\'allic«. 
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